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EDITORIAL PREFACE 

" Finally, brethren, vrhatsoever things are 
true, -whatsoever things are honourable, whatso- 
ever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, 
whatsoev er things are lov ely, whatsoever things 
are of good report , if there be any virtue, and 
if there be any praise, think on these things.” 

No section of the population of India can afiord to 
neglect her ancient heritage In her literature, philo- 
sophy, art, and regulated life there is much that is 
worthless, much also that is distinctly unhealthy ; yet 
the treasures of knowledge, wisdom, and beauty which 
they contain are too precious to be lost Every citizen 
of India needs to use them, if he is to be a cul- 
tured modern Indian This is as true of the Christian, 
the Muslim, the Zoroastrian as of the Hindu But, 
while the heritage of India has been largely explored 
by scholars, and the results of their toil are laid out for 
us in their books, they cannot be said to be really 
available for the ordinary man. The volumes are in 
most cases expensive, and are often technical and 
difficult. Hence this senes of cheap books has been 
planned by a group of Christian men, m order that 
every educated Indian, whether rich or poor, may be 
able to find his way into the treasures of India’s past 
Many Europeans, both in India and elsewhere, will 
doubtless be glad to use the series 

The utmost care is being taken by the General 
Editors in selecting w’riters, and m passing manuscripts 
for the press To every book two tests are rigidly 
applied . everything must be scholarly, and everything 
must be sympathetic The purpose is to brmg the 
best out of the ancient treasuries, so that it may be 
known, enjoyed, and used. 
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TRANSLATORS’ PREFACE 


These versions were first made from bazar-texts, 
the corrupt, irresponsible texts that swarm from Indian 
presses. We have had access to a better text lately, 
the best available, but it is not a good one. A scholarly 
edition of Ramprasad is badly wanted. 

We have received generous help Dr Brajendra- 
nath Seal discussed with us many of these songs, both 
in letters and conversation Dr. Dineshchandra Sen has 
given valuable information Professors Pramodekumar 
Banerji and Ramsaran Ghosh, our colleagues at the 
Wesleyan College, Bankura, and Babu Sasibhusan Ghosh, 
have gone over the original and notes with us Babu 
Jnanendranath Sen has given permission to use four 
Agawant songs by his father, the late Rajanikanta Sen. 

Ramprasad’s songs are the great bulk of this selec- 
tion His eminence makes this right, especially as his 
songs are constantly imitated by other ptoets. But, if 
the Sakta literature of Bengal is to be appreciated, a 
fuller selection is needed than we have space for. 
Bengali scholars must first collect and edit this scattered 
literature , till this is done, our selection may serve 
a purpose. 

Orthography proves a more difficult question every 
year. Such words as Brahman and svadeSl may be 
taken as now anglicised into Brahmin and swadesJn. 
The Sanskrit orthography misrepresents Bengali, but 
IS a convenience to scholars We have given it on the 
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first occurrence of a Bengali word But we have non- 
conformed in the spelling of some Bengali places and 
of Ramprasad If the poet is Ramprasad to the fifty 
millions of his compatriots, and if Ravindranatha 
Thakura is allowed to call himself Rabindranath, not 
only in Bengali but m English, we think Ramprasad 
Sen should be saved from becoming Ramaprasada Sena 
Titles of poems are our own 
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He IS the great Ascetic, with matted locks, seated in 
age-long meditation, or haimting burning-grounds, wan- 
dering fiercely, accompanied by ghosts and goblins At 
first sight. It might seem that no more repellent deity 
could be imagined , but there is so much of sublimity in 
the conception of him that many of the most religious 
Hindus have been attracted by his figure It is easy to 
understand and to share this attraction The dreadful 
need not be immoral, and it can be, often is, sternly 
bracing, as well as wildly poetical All men in the end 
must come to the burning-ground , and the God who is 
a destructive fire, shrivelling to ashes all that is 
transitory and fleshly, who is divine negligence 
personified, meditating amid the rum of worlds or 
wandering among the cinders which are all that is left 
of men’s hopes and passionate love — all except memory, 
growing ever fainter as the years pass — this God m 
the mind’s bleaker moods may bring such sad exultation 
and courage as men have felt on a lost battlefield or 
amid eternal snows 

But much of Siva’s worship has gone to his consort. 
Kali or Durga Possibly because it was felt necessary 
to remove the God beyond the operption of karma or 
activity, logically involving change and consequences, 
within the first millenium of the Christian era the 
tendency grew up to centralise and intensify his energies 
in his ^akti or female counterpart Vishpu, too, has his 
snkti, as have all the gods , but it is round the names of 
Kail and Durga that the great bulk of Sakta worship 
has gathered The manuals of this worship are the 
Tantras, whose number is variously estimated Hun- 
dreds have been lost, but very many survive * Parts of 
the Puranas also deal with the Sakta cult The whole 
cult IS very obscure, partly because it enjoins the 
strictest secrecy , but it is know n that in its w orst forms 
it IS perhaps the vilest and most degraded worship that 
has e\er been Sua is not only destroyer, bat lord of 

* See Outline of t/te /Religions Literature of India, 

fasstin For ranch of this nnd the neat paragraph, I have taken 
this book ns ra> authority 
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reproduction, and his worship is most widespread in its 
phallic form, the adoration of the linga But that 
symbol has been so changed from its true shape that the 
sight of it does not do the evil that might be expected. 
It is otherwise with the worst side of sakti-worship. 

Durga IS first mentioned in the Mahdbharaia^ in a 
passage where she is the sister of Knshna, like him 
dark-blue in colour ; she upholds heaven by her chastity, 
lives in the Vindhya mountains, and delights in wine, 
flesh, and animal sacrifice Presently we find her 
‘definitely made the wife of Siva,’“ and addressed as 
Uma, the gentle and propitious. In later legend, she 
destroys demons and giants, devours the flesh of her 
enemies and drinks blood The Durga-puja is the great 
festival of Bengal, when friends and families come 
together. Durga’s image is decorated , on the sixth 
day she is awakened , on the night of the eighth day 
countless goats and some buffaloes are sacrificed to her. 
Many families, however, especially Vaishnava ones, 
celebrate the pu3a with bloodless sacrifices of sugarcane 
or pumpkins, severed in half in one blow, just as the 
living victims are decapitated wuth one stroke. One 
great family offers a single betel-nut, which is laid 
before the image, and then sacrificed by a blacksmith 
who has been practising the feat of exact division in 
two for the past three months, and receives a hundred 
rupees for his services. In other cases, all pretence of 
‘ sacrifice ’ is dropped and flow^ers are offered. The 
pu]a seems to be growmg yearly gentler in spirit. 
The goddess keeps her ten arms and weapons of 
menace, but the latter are hidden with tinsel and 
lotuses , the face is benign, and the whole figure is 
made beautiful Fewer goats are sacrificed, fewer 
houses have their own images, the puja becoming less 
of a worship, and much more just a national holiday of 
great happiness 

To Durga as Kali, human sacrifices used to be offered, 
before their prohibition by the British Government. 

’ IV, vii. 

* Farquhar, 0^. Cl/., ISO. 
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The Thugs, robbers who mixed with travellers and then 
strangled them m lonely places, regarded their victims 
as sacrificed to Kali 

In the gakta-cult, the worst side of Kali-worship^ 
culminates Of its two sects, the ‘right-hand Saktas 
do not practise the more evil ritual The worship of 
the ‘left-hand Saktas ’ is done in secret, usually at nighty 
It consists of partaking of the {ive taitvas, t e realities, 
mz wine, meat, fish, parched gram, and sexual inter- 
course Sometimes a naked woman represents the god- 
dess The worshippers are an equal number of men and 
women, of any caste, and may be near relations These 
rites, and the human character built upon them, have 
been pictured for us by Bankimchandra Chatterji, in a 
book which is one of the master-examples of the shorter 
novel, Kapalakitniala The picture is drawn, without 
revolt or sympathy, m the detached spirit of Art, by 
one who was in most things a conservative Hindu 

The left-hand gakta-cult, m addition to its sacrificial 
and sexual features, is distinguished by a very extensive 
practice of magic This is partly built upon a fantastic 
physiology The human frame contains an immense 
number of channels of occult force, the chief of them 
being the sushutnifS in the spinal cord The occult force 
is centralised in six circles In the lowest of these, the 
goddess lies asleep, coiled three and a half times round 
a linga, serpent-fashion She can be awakened by 
6akta-yoga or Sakta-raeditation, and induced to ascend 
to the highest circle When asleep m the lowest circle 
the mnladhara, the goddess is called Kundalini, ‘The’ 
coiled one These circles and channels of occult force 
are sources of miraculous power to the initiated The 
Tnntras contain many detailed instructions in sorcery 
which lias practised in early times In the Malail- 
JUadhava, a drama composed m the eighth century by 
Bhaiabhuti, the famous Sanskrit poet, we are taken ‘ m 
the twilight to the burning-ground, fetid with the fumes 
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of the funeral pyre.’^ There the hero Madhava comes, 
‘ his hair ceremonially braided, a sword in one hand and 
a piece of human flesh in the other He has come to 
invoke the disembodied spirits that haunt the spot, hoping 
to barter the human flesh for supernatural power to aid 
him in winning klalati.’^ 

Sakta hymns contain many references to both the 
philosophy and the practice of the cult Such references 
mil be found in the hymns of Ramprasad in this book, 
though we have tried always to give the most intelligible 
translation of a passage, and not to trouble the reader 
with a subtle and sometimes dull, occasionally disgusting, 
significance But the better side of Saktism is the one 


which is generally present in Ramprasad. Further, it 
should be very clearly borne in mind that, even among 
the left-hand Saktas, probably very few practise the 
extreme cult The great ma 3 ority of Hindus regard 
that extreme cult with abhorrence. Many Bengalis would 
not understand every allusion, even m Ramprasad. 

The worship of Dur ga and Kali is perhaps most deeply 
rooted in Bengal, as has already been indicated. I think 


It would not be hard to find reasons for this Take 
the case of a celebrated predecessor of Ramprasad, 
Mukundarama, known as Kavikankan or ‘ gem of poets/’ 
who finished his chief poem, the epic Chayidl, in 1589. 
This poem lives today mainly for its value as giving a 
picture of the village-life of Bengal, three centuries 
ago It IS at present being edited by a distinguished 
Bengali scholar and author, who tells me he finds his 
work very dull , happier times have robbed the poem 
of much of Its appeal For the poet lived m an 
unhappy age. In some respects, he is like a Bengali 
Langland, giving us his vision of Piers Plowman The 
local Musalman rulers practised great oppression, and the 
people felt wretched and helpless It was natural for 
them to look for outside assistance, and the thoughts 
of the poe^ their spokesman, turned to Chanfli (Durgal 
the powerful goddess m whom the dreadful energy of 


’ Ouihne of Ihe Rehgtous Literature of India, pp 203-4. 


2 
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Siva was active In Chandi the beasts of the forest 
complain to the goddess that they are in terror of 
Kalaketu the hunter Under the guise of their 
speeches and of Chandi’s, the political state of Bengal 

15 set out 

Today, men are feeling too proud to consent to 
be wretched or to despair Rabindranath Tagore, as is 
well known, is no lover of Saktism , and, like many 
patriotic Bengalis, he feels that the time for such an 
attitude as Mukundarama’s has passed ‘ The poet was 
a poor man, and was oppressed So his only refuge 
was in the thought of this capricious Power, who might 
suddenly fling down the highest and exalt the lowest 
It IS interesting in this connection to notice that the 
great period of Sakta-poetry in Bengal was the end of 
the eighteenth century, when the country’s fortunes had 
reached their lowest ebb, and were about to turn 
towards prosperity It is true that Sakta-poetry is 
written today , but if we would see the adoration of the 
terrible goddess in all its sincerity and passion, we must 
go back to the eighteenth century, to the period when 
the Bengali mind became so unhappy and so darkened, 
when men died and despaired so easily, and when the 
number of satis” increased to such a grim extent, in the 
last half-century before the rite was abolished The 
cult of Kali received another great revival in the days 
of the swadeshi struggle, within the present century, 
when the thought of tlie educated classes began to be 
consolidated in the demand for the control of their own 
destinies There uas a strong attempt to identify it 
with nation-worship, Kali uas held to be Bengal 
personified This aspect of the cult is perhaps not very 
far below the surface even now But there has come 
such an access of mental happiness and of self-respect to 
the people, that it is certain that they wall not again 
feel as despondent as the poet of Chandi did, with no 
hope but from the intervention and irruption of sudden, 
irresponsible pow er At least, it wall be unreasonable if 
the> do 


* Conversatioa 


' Suttees 



INTRODUCTION 


15 


This view of the reason (in part) for the prevalence 
of Kali-worship is, I think, borne out elsewhere than in 
Bengal. Kali was the tutelary goddess of Chitor She 
has her blood-blackened shrines still on the deserted 
plateau where only the crumbling temples and palaces 
remain. No legend of Chitor is better-known or more 
impressive than that which tells how a giant form was 
seen between the pillars of the ? ana’s house ‘ I am 
hungry,’ said the goddess , and demanded that twelve 
who bore the crown of Chitor must perish. And (we 
are told) eleven of the king’s twelve sons and the king 
himself assumed brief rule and perished in battle 
The world has never seen more devoted soldiers than 
the Rasputs of Chitor. But their history shows that 
tliey despaired very quickly A walk round their 
astounding defences, m one spectator at least— who bad 
seen a good many battles— raised admiration for the 
skill and courage that could take sucli a fortress, 
against such defenders. Nothing but the conviction, 
that some Power was crying for their blood, and that 
they were doomed, could have brought them to such a 
resolved helplessness as made them three times send 
their women to the funeral-pyre and themselves to 
death outside the walls 


But it IS not political distress alone that makes men’s 
minds gloomy. After many years’ residence in the 
poorest district in Bengal, I have felt there is some 
sorrow deeper and more permanent, the peasant is 
fighting a losing battle. One year the heavens are 
shut and there is drought The rivers are empty 
sands. Famine follows , and incalculable misery The 
next year It rams in excess, and the vast watercourses 
swell ivith huge floods The streams feel their wav 

they come to the sandhead 
wjich blocks an old course-Bengal is full of these 
blind rivers, as they are called. Here the water 
^ecks a moment, like a darkened mind groping 
and feeling. Some dim memory stirs that once 
It may be a century ago, the way w-as here , then 
the waters gather together, and plunge through. A 
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village two miles from the mam river, living in security 
all these years, beside its ‘blind river,’ will wake at 
midnight to find a shoreless sea heaving and thrusting 
at the mud walls This experience may be repeated, 
not once, but often in one Rains, as if Nature were an 
ogress, watching till the folk had put together some 
makeshift shelter of palm-leaves and mud, to dash it to 
ground again So the long, bitter fight goes on The 
people, after centuries of this, have become patient, 
uncomplaining, hopeless I am speaking of the villages 
It was in the villages that Ramprasad and the poet of 
Chandl lived Calcutta is a different world But there 
come years when Nature seems caressing, indeed a 
Mother , when the ram is neither too much nor too 
bttle, but ]ust sufficient The fields are filled, the mud 
huts stand It is not strange that Bengal should think 
of God as a Mother , yet, as Ramprasad’s songs show, 
should think of her with fear, as capricious and some- 
times terribly cruel It is to this Mother that the 
Sakta- poets have turned , for, as Ramprasad reminds us 
frequently, her lord is Bholanatha, ‘ lord of forgetful- 
ness,’ the God who wanders abstractedly or sinks into 
meditation There is little chance of help in him Sakti 
has all his dreadful power, and her energy is unsleeping 

Not much IS known of Ramprasad He was born 
at Kumarhati, near Halisahar, in 1718 His birthplace 
IS V ithin the old bounds of Nadiya, a district which is the 
very heart and metropolis of Bengal’s life and history 
From here it was that Lakshmap Sen, its last independent 
king, fled before the Musalmans , it was in this district 
that the great court of the Rajas of Kyishnagar, 
centuries later, kept art and poetry alive Sileida, the 
favourite retreat of Bengal's most famous poet today, is 
in Nadij a 

Ramprasad vas the son of Ramram Sen His 
descendants today are Vaidyas by caste, and in his 
poems he refers to himself as a Vaidya but it has 
sometimes been asserted that he was a Brahmin He 


’ The physician caste 
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received some education ; knew some Sanskrit, Persian, 
and Hindi, and, when a very young man, obtained a post 
in Calcutta, as copyist with Vakulachandra Ghosal, the 
dcwan (manager) of an estate Like other poets before 
and since, he found ofBcework irksome, and he filled his 
books with scribbled verses. His employer discovered 
this, and was angry , but when he read, ‘ I do not want 
this copyist’s work. Give me your treasuryship. 
Mother, his sense of humour or his sense of piety 
overcame his annoyance. He became a generous friend 
and patron, settling on the poet a pension of Rs. 30 
according to the reckoning of John Company days) 
a month, and introducing him to the Kfishpagar Court. 
Here Ramprasad rose in favour, and won the title of 
Kaviranjana or ‘ Entertainer of Poets ’ He had a 


rival, one A]u Goswami, a Vaisbpava We do not know 
much about their relations with one another, but they 
seem to have been kindly. Ramprasad wrote, on one 
occasion, ‘Free me from the net of Maya (Illusion), 
Mother’, to which his far from ascetic compeer replied 
with the prayer, ‘ Bind me in its wide chains ’ 

His fame was well established in his lifeUme, and 
there are many legends about bun. To one of these 


he laughingly refers in No. LVI of this selection. 
Others are obnously of later date, invented to explain 
the genesis of this or that poem. For instance : on his 
way to the Ganges, he met a woman who asked him to 
sing to her He told her to wait at his house, till he 
returned from bathing. When he arrived and asked 
for her, she had gone, but had left a note for him m the 
family temple. This note informed him that the 
goddess Kali had come from KaSi (Benares) to hear him 
sing, and now commanded him to go to Kasi He fell 
ill on the road, and composed the song, ‘ I cannot go, but 
your Feet shall be my Kasi.' Recovering, he tried to 
go on ; but fell ill again, and saw Kali m vision, telling 
him to forgo the journey. He obeyed her, making the 
song uhich is No XV in this book. 


Ramprasad had friends and patrons in Calcutta, and 
often visited the town. He died m 1775. The older 
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tradition was that the night of his death he worshipped 
Kali and composed the song, ‘ Tara, do you remember 
any more Then he died singing, like Saxon 
Caedmon , with the conclusion of the lyric, his soul 
‘ went out through the top of his head,’ and passed to 
the World of Brahman, whence there is no return to 
this wearisome cycle of births and deaths But Dr, 
Dineshchandra Sen, the historian of Bengali Language 
and Literature, tells me he has ascertained that 
Ramprasad, follow'ing in a trance the clay image of 
Kali, when it was thrown into the Ganges, on the Kali- 
puja day, was drowned He adds, ‘ The old men of our 
country, altogether devoid of any historical sense, 
created fables out of anything they could lay their 
hands on, in the poems themselves, for lack of reliable 
information The Sanskrit poetic canons have laid it 
down that unfortunate events in the life of a great man 
should not be narrated Thus, the true accounts of the 
death of Chani^idas, who was killed by the order of an 
Emperor of Gaur, of Chaitanya, who died of an inflam- 
matory fever caused by a sore, of Godadhar, who w’as 
burnt alive by the Muhammadans, have not been 
recorded by our biographers, and the truth has been 
hidden by w ild legendary fables ’ 

Ramprasad's w'orks, other than his ^aUa songs, 
are the Bidyasimdar {Vtdyasii?idara) Kdllkiitan,' 
Sivasa7iki} tau and KrtshiaLlrtaii the last three are 
very’ short, a few' pages The theme of the Btdyasundar 
IS an old Bengali story. The Raya of Burdwan had a 
daughter® famous for her learning and her beauty. He 
vowed she should not wed anyone but her superior in 
learning The Raya of Kanchi's son obtained access to 
her, married her by the so-called ‘Gandharva ’■* rites — 

~ • See No L\V 

’ means a processional *!ong or hymn Tiro pieces from 

the AiiniJr/an (LVWI\ and \C) arc giten in this booh 

Her name was V:d}d (learning) and her loter’s Sundara 
(beautiful) 

- * marnage which tooh place between Dushyanta and 

bakuntal i. in Kalidisa's play , and between Ariuna and Chitran 
gada. In Tagore’s 
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which were ]ust physical union, neither more nor less — 
and then publicly vanquished her (by her connivance) 
m learning Ramprasad’s well-known contemporary, 
Bharatchandra Ray, the iaihavt or kings poet of 
Knshnagar, wrote a better poem with the same theme 
and title, his treatment being erotic and grossly in- 
decent Ramprasad allegorises the story , even so, the 
poem IS not one of which his admirers are proud. 

But the Sakta poems are a different matter These 
have gone to tlie heart of a people as few poets’ work 
has done Such songs as the exquisite ‘ This day will 
surely pass, Mother, this day will pass,’ I have heard 
from coolies on the road or workers in the paddy fields , 
I have heard it by broad rivers at sunset, when the 
parrots were flying to roost and the village folk 
thronging from marketmg to the ferry Once I asked 
the top class m a mofussil^ high school to write out a 
song of Rabindranath Tagore’s , two boys out of forty 
succeeded, a result which I consider showed the very 
real diffusion of his songs. But, when I asked for a 
song of Ramprasad’s, every boy except two responded. 
Truly, a poet w^ho is known both by work and name to 
boys between fourteen and eighteen, is a national poet 
Tagore s songs are heard in Calcutta streets, and have 
been widely spread by the student community and tlie 
Brahmo Sama] , but in the villages of Bengal they are 
unknown, while Ramprasad s are heard everywhere. 

The peasants and the pandits en]oy his songs equally* 
They draw' solace from them in the hour of despair and 
even at the moment of death The dying man brought 
to the banks of the Ganges asks his companions to smg 
Ramprasad! songs ' 

Sister Nivedita compared Ramprasad with Blake, 
He resembles rather Herrick, in his self-consciousness 
and his habit of looking at himself from outside But 
these are only casual and partial affinities His lyrics 
at their simplest often have the quality of a snatch of 


1 IS opposed to urh.'in or metropolitan 

cixed in India, and spelt accordingly bv ine 
* Dr Sen, in a letter to me 


Angli- 
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nursery babble, and sing themselves into the memory 
of an illiterate folk by a not of punning sound and 
alliteration, a musical toss and play of similar syllables ^ 
Ramprasad took a childlike pleasure in these, and that 
untrained literary instmct out of which folklore and 
folksong are born, takes the same pleasure and has 
heard him with rapture Much of his imagery is 
fanaful and conceited, and of anything but universal 
validity , yet even this has a charm, examined with 
patience and sj mpathy The student of his poetry will 
be rew arded with a wealth of local thought and custom 
and of such stories as flower in the undergrowth and by- 
ways of authorised legend This ‘ local habitation ’ of 
Ramprasad’s mind is strength as well as sometimes 
weakness His range of ideas and illustrations is 
narrow , but within that range he is a master If he 
falls short on occasion, because so much of Tantnc 
teaching is puerile and worthless, he rises greatly again 
when he touches Earth, that Universal Mother. His 
illustration is racy, from the soil and of the soil , it comes 
from the life of an agricultural people In Bengal, 
‘every schoolboy' (as a matter of plain, literal fact) 
knosvs his sublimely simple reproof to Ins soul, m a 
moment’s shrinking from death, ‘ Thou, a snake, fearing 
frogs ’* This wealth of metaphor plucked from a 
simple life and society will meet the reader on every 
page His mind has been a bad farmer he is treading 
the Round of EMstence, like the blindfold ox that serves 
the oilman,^ chained to ‘ the log ’ of the world , the 
Six Passions, like crocodiles® haunting the bathing 
shat, watch for his soul, or they are robbers, leaping 
over the mud wall of his courlj ard ,® or they are hired 
bullies with clubs,’' like the ruffians kept by Bengali 
ra)as and squires , they are cowardly boatmen, who 
forsake the soul when the tempest sweeps up life’s 
riv er * Once upon a time he had house and friends, 
he earned moncj and he was popular, but now he is a 

I This, of course, ennnot be kept in translation 

• No XLII • No NX Via * No XXIX • No XXX 

No XXXII « No XXI • No XXXIV 
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beggar and forsaken ^ Very often his thcnght tn._s 
life’s finish, when his friends will leave bin:, btmes and 
ashes on the burning-ground 

It IS profitable to study the attitude of the remark- 
able poets of the people, which every centiry rm= 
produced, in every part of India Indian phSosopay css 
reasoned out certain conclusions ; its typical enpresszm. 
as everyone knows,^is the Vedanta, and no one ■rcnid 
deny that even the thought of the illiterate ban a 
pantheistic tinge This has often been p-^ted cnb 
Perhaps too much has been made of it ; men forger br-r 
St Paul confidently looked to find at least this tbge, 
alike ID the thought of idlers in the market-place at 
Athens and in that of Lystra peasants. If we stray tbe 
folk-poets, and through them the mental outlook of tbe 
simple folk of India, we find vulgar thought often in 
absolute revolt from those findings of the phUcsopbers 
so readily and dogmatically put forth in Europe as 
Indian belief. These are only one side of Ind.an belief, 
Tennyson has not expressed more incisively 
Ramprasad the rejection, by the mind that has loved, cf 
the doctrine of loss of personal life. What is the use 
of salvation to me, cries Ramprasad, if it means e'Korp- 
tion ? ‘ I like^ eating sugar, but I have no desire to 

become sugar ’* No thought anywhere— aware as be 
was of Sankaracharya's monism and in sympathv as 
some of his moods show him to be with pantheist:- 
teaching— IS more emphatically theistic than his norr^L 
ly IS, or rests more decidedly upon interchange and 
intercourse between a personal goddess and a perso**'' 
suppliant and worshipper. With the popular rehg.^s 
idolatry, and especially its crudities and cruslt:^" 
has no part. He scoffs at pilgrimage, and offering’- 
images. ‘ I laugh when I bear that a worshipper 
Kali has gone to Gaya” He is sturdily ethical' -vt 
have nothing to do wuth the suggestion that 
and evil are the same thing, philosophically 
sidered. He is terrified of those six passions who 1^ 


» No XX 


’ No XV. 
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over his life’s low wall In a passage famous with his 
countrymen, he looks past the bloodstained image 
which represents his ' Mother ’ to the many, sees 
with revolt the butchered victims and the red stains 
upon the flowers of worship, and cries out to that World- 
Mercy which he has found for himself and which he 
adores, that he will sacrifice not living, quivering flesh 
but the S:x Passions, the sms of his heart and mind 
This passage has never been forgotten by his country- 
men , and, though some have disingenuously used it to 
buttress up the bloody system it condemns, representing 
their sacrifices as an acted allegory, the victims standing 
for the sms and passions, yet the naturally merciful 
thought of the most has seen his literal meaning, and has 
felt judged and unhappy, even though the slaughter may 
continue 

Living through that time of anarchy, when Bengal 
\i as at the mercy of thieves and oppressors of every race 
and sort, Ramprasad kept his vision of Divine kindness, 
his trust in Divine love that was good despite all seem- 
ing Kali dancing on her lord. Kali festooned with 
skulls, with lolling tongue black with blood, with drip- 
ping weapons uplifted and menacing eyes, is not a figure 
with which one would naturally associate such love as 
Ramprasad’s Further, he w'as a Sakta, and practised 
the Sakta-\6ga But his poems leave the cruel, 
lustful side of Tantric worship on one side, their 
insistence on blood, especially human blood, and on 
intoxicating drink and the prostitution of maidenhood 
His mind, wdien it touched upon the sterner aspects of 
the 6akta cult, leapt to those features that were sublime, 
though in lurid fashion He saw Kali in the red flames 
of the burning-ground, flickering and dancing in the 
breeze , in the flash of the lightning, or coming w'lth 
the black, matted cloud-locks of the storm.' This 
terror, leading to imperfect trust, intrudes even into 
his lo\e of Kali as Mother Though she beat it, he 
savs, the child dings to its mother, crying Motho 
Todaj the world's pain does not seem lightened if we 


’ bee Sen, p 71S 
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think of it as inflicted by a Hand external to it, our 
only hope is if we can see God identified with His 
children’s sorrow Of this conception there is no hint 
in Ramprasad, and in this respect he falls short of the 
Musalman mystic who said, ‘ My Friend does me no 
^^^ong, the cup ^^hlch he gives me to drink he has 
drunk before me,’ or of the Tamil Manikka Vasahar, 
who loved §i\a because 

‘Thou drankest poison black, the humbler beings 
pitying, 

That I, thy meanest one, might find no poison, 
but a nectar fount. 


His mood is too monotonously one of complaint , it 
IS that of a grey experience, with little hope or sunlight 
Yet how much of purity and tenderness is in his son^s! 

‘ What folly is this in thee, the child of the Mother- 
Heart of All, fearmg death' Thou, a snake, afraid of 
frogs I’ Least of all should any ChrisUau dare to 
marvel at the mercy which reached this man through 
such paths For God, says St John, is love And 


love, says an old song, will find out the w'ay. 

The best edition of Ramprasad, issued by the 
Basuviaii office, Calcutta, contains 226 songs This 
collection is far from complete ; nor is the text authori- 
tative Tests of genuineness are various, mention of 
his name in the poem and the poem’s setting to the 
Ramprasad! ’ tune being chief Some undoubtedly 
authentic songs exist both with and without his name , 
It IS likely, then, that his name w'as sometimes added 
by other hands Among our translations, w-e have 
included as his nearly a dozen songs that are not in the 
Basumaii collection , also, the fuller and more pictnr- 
esque text of No. VII, which may possibly be a later 
wntmg-up. We have added another four songs— Nos 
LXVI-LXIX— after those which we believe to be his ■ 
ffiey are part of the extensive and hitherto unexammed 
Ramprasad apocrypha.^ They are often printed as 
his, and may be. ^ 


* of Taim! Satnls, Kingsbury and Phflijps 
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Later Sakta poetry imitates Ramprasad a great 
deal Kamalakanta Bhattacharya came close to him m 
point of time, living in the last quarter of the eighteenth 
century and well into the nineteenth Nothing much 
seems to be known of him , he removed from Ambika- 
nagar, in the Khulna district, to Kotalhata, m the 
Burdwan district, in 1800, and he was ithe religious 
preceptor of the Maharaja of Burdwan His Sakta 
poetry does not appear to deserve its reputation, out 
of his many songs we have given four One of the 
best Sakta poets was Nflakaptba Mukhopadhyaya, a 
native of the village of Dharapi, in the Burdwan 
distnct, a district that has been a nurse of poets. 
Nilakaptha was a good singer, leader of a }5lrd {ySttaY 
which was very popular in West Bengal, thirty years ago 
He was the author of numerous Vaishnava and of over 
a hundred ^akta songs , these are sung throughout the 
Burdwan, Bankura and Birbhum districts. The reader 
will notice that No LXXVIII is modern in tone, in- 
fluenced by the teaching of Ramkfishija Pararohaihsa, 
that all worshipped gods are the same Nilakaptha died 
aged sixty , but no one apparently knows the dates of his 
birth or death, though many people now living met him, 
and his memory is cherished as that of a very simple- 
minded and attractive man Of the poets represented in 
this book by one poem only, Maharaja Ramkrishija, of 
Nator, IS the earliest , he was a contemporary of Ram- 
prasad Rasikchandra Ray (1820-1893), a voluminous 
writer of songs for jatras, composed the well-known 
song whicli IS No LXXVI of this book. Ramchandra 
Dattn (1861-1899), author of No LXXXRrvas a doctor 
on the staff of the Medical College, Calcutta In 1879, 
he began to visit Rarnkfishna Paramhaihsa, and joined 
his movement By his extensive practice and his 
salarj as a professor, he made a large income, most of 
which he spent in religious works 

The rast Sakta literature is monotonous with its 
four or five themes — Kali’s neglect of her votary, Siva’s 

‘ TmvclliBg theatrical party 
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carelessness, the poet’s threatened law-suits or desertion 
o£ the Mother, the Mother’s absorption in her wild, 
destructive dance, her standing over ‘ the Lord of Death.' 
The Calcutta theatre has kept up, along with worse things, 
the vernacular tradition of piety, and Vaishpava and 
Sakta songs find their way from the boards into remote 
villages, the gramophone being the effective agent in 
this dispersal. An excellent example of the modern 
spirit at work is provided by No. LXXXVIIL The 
author is a ba%il. Bauh are mendicant religious singers, 
often almost unlettered (though the author of No 
LXXXVIII can hardly be that) The reader will note 
the echo of Ramprasad’s protest against sacrifices. But 
this comes with a new tenderness — the dumb victims 
are ‘ the Mother’s children ’ The poet’s thought takes 
a larger sweep, for he belongs to the present, whose in- 
stincts and practice are both (whatever pessimists may 
allege) more compassionate than any former age has 
knovn The song’s atmosphere and teaching reflect 
the merciful and ethical theism which is to-day over- 
spreading all lands. Its Bengali differentia is that it 
looks towards the motherhood, and not the fatherhood, 
of God 

This song fitly concludes our Sakta selection, carrying 
the thought of Raraprasad into the world of today. It 
IS followed by fifteen Agamani and Vijaya songs, taken 
from different writers and arranged to form a drama of 
welcome and farewell Two new writers of impor- 
tance_ appear in this section Da^arathi Rav, born at 
Bandamura in the Burdwan district in 1804, died in 1857. 
He enjoyed immense popularity, most of his verses 
being improvised before delighted crowds By his very 
dever and very indecent poetry, he made a considerable 
fortune He was in the old vernacular tradition, 
untouched by English influence. No. XCIX, a beautiful 
song, shows him at his best. Rajanikanta Sen was 
born in 1865, he practised as a pleader at Raishahi 
^d died in the Medical College, Calcutta, of cancer! 
His Agamani poems were composed during his last 
illness, and published posthumously^ 
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The theme and occasion of Agamani and Vijaya 
songs are as follows Uma or Gauri, dai^hter of 
Himalaya and Menaka, was married to Siva, the 
Lord of Kailasa, at the age of eight The fable 
has had this unfortunate consequence, that every 
attempt to raise the legal age for marriage has been 
opposed by conservative Hindus with the try of ‘Gauri 
dan,’ ‘ The giving of Gauri,’ and a peculiar blessing has 
been asserted to rest upon a girl’s marriage at the age 
of eight But it has also furnished an outlet for the 
loneliness and grief of parents mourning their daughters 
gone from them so early, who have found their own 
sorrow mirrored in the legendary sorrow of the Great 
Goddess’s parents Dr Dinesh Sen says, speaking of 
of the marriage of very young girls to old inen,^ the 
situation created pathos too deep for expression This 
situation, he suggests, is the real Uieme of the Agamani 
poets ‘ There are innumerable songs m Bengali, des- 
cribing the pathetic situation The domestic scenes of 
Bengal — the sorrows of Bengali parents — are really 
the themes of the songs, though they profess to deal 
with mythological subjects The girls here, of too 
tender an age to play the wife, are often taken aw ay 
from the custody of parents With veils over their 
faces, they have to stay in tlieir husband’s home, speak 
in whispers and subject themselves to the painful disci- 
pline of the daughter-in-law' When the Agamani 

songs, describing the sorrows of Menaka and of Uma, 
her daughter, are sung by professional singers, the eyes 
of many a child-wife glisten behind her veil, and the 
hearts of their mothers cry out for the daughters w'ho 
ha\e been taken away from them 

The Durga-puja falls in late September or October 
Some fifteen dajs before, Agamani or ‘adient’ songs 
arc heard e\ cry where The puja begins on the sixth 
daj of the moon, when Uma (Durga) revisits her 
parents for three days Those parents ha\e discovered 
that their son-in-law, the Lord of Kailasa, is a drug- 

l Lanpuaze and UUratnre, p 841 

lota , p 243 Dr Sen’s boot is n mine of delightful reading 
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eating vagabond, a haunter of waste places where dead 
men’s bones he , and their hearts go out in overflowing 
and distressed love to their child, returning to them, as 
once Persephone to Demeter from the gloomy throne of 
her dark consort The whole puja is a very happy 
time, the Bengali Christmas. Small boys explode fire- 
works incessantly, to their owm immense joy and the 
good-humoured annoyance of passers-by There is 
feasting and reunion everywhere 

In these songs, the sorrow^s of Uma have passed 
away, from the region of religion, into that of poetry. 
Many of them are of great beauty , the reader will be 
struck by the way in which the goddess has been taken 
into the family and inner domesticities of the Bengali 
home. She has been adopted as a kind of divine 
daughter ; and the incidents of her history w’ith her 
strange Lord are told with a straightforward simplicity 
that IS often delightful. This is earned even further m 
a number of songs (of which we give examples), which 
are not AgamanI songs, strictly speaking, but closely 
akin to them Of these, a few deal u ith Uma’s Lord, yet 
chiefly as being her Lord and not for his own sake. 
There is no such extensive 6iva-literature in Bengal as 
we find in South India, his consort, in her larious 
manifestations, has largely absorbed his cult or attached 
It to her own. But there is at least one \oluminous and 
very popular Siva-poem, the Sivayava by Rameswara, 
written about 1750 In this, and in other poems of this 
class, Siva’s life m Kailasa is sho\Yn ‘Uma in Kailasa 
plays the house w ife, the perfect prototype of the Hindu 
^Ylfe, ever accustomed to patient and strenuous self-denial 
and labour, cheerfully borne for the sake of others 
Her highest delight lies m distributing food to her 
husband, children and servants Dr Sen translates 
(or, rather, paraphrases) a passage from the Sivayana . 

' With his two sons Sna sits down to dine Three 
sit to eat, and Uma serves food to them ' As soon as 


’ Sen,p 246 

= Literallj , ' Sati ' The faithful 
of Uma—' sen es the food alone ’ 


\nfe,’ here used as a name 
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she has served food, the plates are emptied, and they 
look into the cooking-pot Padmavati^ observes how 
eagerly Siva eats, and smiles Sukta®' is finished, and 
they fall upon broth Meantime the plates are all emptied 
of rice, and they all want more “Mother!” says 
Karttika, “Give us rice!” and Gane^a also repeats the 
request, while the Lord of Destruction says, “ O Uma, 
bring more rice ” . Uma smiles, and distributes 

rice GapeSa says, “ I have finished my curry, what 
more have you m store?” Hastily she comes, and 
serves ten different kinds of dried food 6iva is much 
pleased, and praises her for her good cooking The 
fried dhutara* fruit and cups of siddhi’ are given to 
the Great God, and he nods his head in approval as he 
sips When all the curries are finished, they all call at 
the same time for more She finds it hard to 

serve so many. She next ser\es pudding of 

pleasant flavour, and then a sauce both sweet and sour. 
Her hair becomes dishevelled, and her dress grows loose 
With sv,eetmeats of milk and rice, the dinner ends 

On the tenth day of the moon, the images of Durga 
are thrown into the water, and people go from house to 
house, greeting their friends This is the Vtjaya^ 
viilana, or ‘meeting together in victory,’ festival 
Vijaya songs, bidding farewell to Uma, ivho has already 

* Uma's maid-sen ant 

’ The first curry 

* The narcotics to which Sira is addicted Dhuiari (more 
correcti>, dhutQrn) is datura , Stddht is cannabis satix'a 

' Sen, pp 247-43 

* From VtjayS, Victory But no one seems to know why the 
festiial has this name It is by some connected with Rama’s 
sictoiy over Rnvana, after worshipping Durga, by some with 
Durga's own victory over the demon Mahishasura Neither 
eiplanation is convincing Dr Fnrquhar writes ‘In both the 
hj-mns to Durga in the MahSbMrata she is calied Jayii andVijaya, 
Md in the h>-mn in the HanvaihSa in which she is addressed as 

same epithets arc applied to her From the time of the 
/’ardna, Java and Vijaya are the names of Chandi's 
wicf maids Clearlj VijayS, originally, had no relation to the 
fi^ht vvath Jlahisha, whatever the idea maj have been Jayd and 
I ‘/aid dillcr no more than Victrix and Victoria How the 
testival got its name, I do not know ' 
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left her mountain home, and -n hose image now leaves 
the homes of the people, are sung ; these are far fewer 
than Agamani songs. What the festival means to 
Hindus is thus expressed by a leading article this year 
(1922) in the Amnia Bazar Pairika, the most popular 
nationalist paper m Bengal ‘ The spirit of Bijaya [i.e. 
Vijaya] means the spirit of peace and goodwill On 
the day the image of the Goddess Durga is immersed, 
the Hindu is required to immerse all unkindly and 
uncharitable feelings He meets relabons and friends, 
and makes peace witli enemies on this day , the custom 
of the country is for everyone to salute his elders, to 
bless youngers, and to embrace whoever comes across 
him As man is a quarrelsome being, naturally more or 
less spiteful and selfish, he is enjoined to make an effort 
on this sacred day to forget and forgive and make 
peace even with his bitterest foes 

‘ Each day of the Puja is a day of sacrifice , for the 
way to resurrection lies through the Cross, the road to 
higher life lies through a sacrifice of the lower The 
extent of our sacrifice is the measure of our spiritual 
uplift, and this self-immolation is necessary that the 
loiver gross vehicle may be purified of its dross 
and transformed into a fit instrument of the Divine 
Energy . . 

‘Once a year, on the sacred Bijaya day, let us 
anticipate this final transformation of humanity [i e 
into holiness of life and heart ] ; let us forget our petty 
jealousies and antagonisms, and realise that we are 
one in the basom of the Universal Mother in whom all 
things live, move and have their being' ' 

On the next new moon night, the KMbpuja is held. 
The dualism which overlies Hindu monism is expressed 
in these two festivals , Durga (Uma) represents the 
beneficent face of Nature, Kali the maleficent ; and they 
are associated respecbvely with the bright and dark 
phases of the moon Kali’s ritual is more rigid, and, 
so far as we can discover, it is not lawful to offer her 
bloodless sacrifices 

The reader will note the resemblances betw’een the 

3 
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Bengali ‘ drama of coming and going ’ and song-cycles 
of other lands One thinks of the chorus of Canticles 
giving notice of the imminence of the kingly lover s 
arrival , or of peasant songs of Greece and Italy 
Village poets are still improvising new details or 
embroidering old ones on the tale of Uma’s sorrowful 
life with her vagabond husband, of her mother’s joy at 
receiving her, and her grief at losing her Though the 
Durga-cult has annexed this legend, it has very 
different roots Uma has the breath of Himalayan 
snows about her — still more, has the fragrance of 
autumn harvest fields in her hair — while Kali and 
Durga, especially Kali, are children of a fierce, savage 
imagination, nurtured in jungle fastnesses 

E J T 



SAKTA SONGS 

RAMPRASAD SEN 

I. THE CHILD'S COMPLAINT OF HIS 
MOTHER'S NEGLECT 

Tell me where I may stand, Mother Tara-^ I am 
alone, O Sankari.* A mother’s love brings the father’s 
with it But the father who dallies with a stepmother,® 
vainly does his child look to him If you forget all 
kindness, shall I go to my stepmother ? If a step- 
mother take me in her lap, will my mind’s disquiet cease f* 

Prasad says . In our scriptures this is written. He 
that names your name, Mother, wins for reward a 
garland of bones, and robes in tatters. 


II. SHE IS UTTERLY INDIFFERENT 

Is raotlierhood then a mere word of the lips? 
Bringing forth does not make a mother, unless she can 
understand the griefs of her child. 


head 


’ S/ar , a name of Kali 

• Sankari Wife of Sankara He who does good,’ Siva) 

stepmotber on 


Literally, ‘The father who holds a 


his 


The reference is to ’Sna,’ who, in the puranic 
mytholoCT, broke the fall of the Ganges from heaven to earthbv 
receiving the flood on his m.atted hair. Ganges becomes also ’co- 
wife with Kali So Ramprasad sass giia’s affections wander 
and are divided, and the worshipper of Kali cannot look to 
Kali's lord for affection, which he has given elsewhere 

* There are vanant readmgs of most of Ramprasad’s poems 
for they have gone from month to mouth for a centurv’ and a 
half, long before they were printed. In this Ime, we have taken 
the most inlcUigible reading 
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Ten months and ten days a mother endures sorrow 
But now, though I am hungry, my Mother does not ask 
where her clnld is Earthly parents correct their 
sons, when they have offended. 

Though you see Death, that dreadful ogre, coming 
to slay me, you are untroubled 

Twice-born^ Ramprasad says Where did jou learn 
this conduct? If you behave like jour father,* do not 
take upon yourself the name of World-Mother 


111 HE WILL TURN TO HIS STEPMOTHER, SINCE HIS 
MOTHER IS APPARENTLY DEAD 

Mind, call no longer Motlicr. You will not find her 
Had she been alive, she would have come. But she is 
dead, and lives no longer. 

Now go to your stepmother's bank , there burn an 
image of Xw/n-grass , when the time of mourning has 
finished, leave on the bank your lump of nee Then 
let us go to Kasi * 

‘ A member of the higher castes, the three that arc 'twice 
born,’ RrnbmiDs, Ksbatrijns amt Val^jas 

* llimfilnja The reader will find Ramprasrul frcqueiitl> 
taunting his goddess with being stoin by origin and ston\ b) 
nature lima or Parvati, child of lliinrdnya, is Identified with 
Krdi and Durga 

* In despair, ho threatens to turn to the popular religion of 
ceremonial and pilgrimage, which he lias so often scofied at as 
useless Ganges in Ramprasad stands for this religion Since his 
Mother Kali is dead, he will perform the SiitdMa ceremony for 
her This includes an offering of a lump of rice (pindn) to the 
departcat spirit, after the first period of mourning, which lasts (In 
the case of Ilrahmins) for ten dn>s 1 he Sr/lddha rites me partly 
ordinary funeral ones, partly those of nnecslor worship 'f'he 
eldest son must perform them, which is wli> it Is of such 
importance to Hindus to hn\o a son 

When a person has been untraceal for twehe scar'’, his dentil 
is assumed, and, since his bod} is not neallnbic for llic pjrc, an 
Image of /nfa-grass (Poa cjnosuroldes) is burnt 
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IV, HIS MOTHER IS HIS ONLY HOPE 

Give me freedom, Mother, whose locks are free. In 
the world, day and night I have .sorrow Queen, you 
have forgotten me, and left me in the Hand of Time. 

O Tara, when will this dreadful noose of Time be 
snapped ? 

Raniprasad says What will it avail, to go and live 
at Kasi ? My father, he who holds my stepmother on 
his head, has become a dweller m the burmng ground." 

V. HE WILL ENDURE HER TRICKS OF DECEPTION 
NO LONGER 

I see, Mother, how you are about to give me the 
slip ' In this child’s hand is no sweetmeat for you to 
snatch and eat.® 1 will so hide myself. Mother, that 
with all your search you will not find me. You will 
have to run after me, as a cow after her calf 

Ramprasad says The mother w'hose child is a fool 
can play tricks upon it. But if you. Mother, do not save 
me, may 6iva become your father * 

VI HER NEGLECT OF HUMBLE WORSHIPPERS AND 
HER PARTIALITY FOR THE VIOLENT 

Go, Mother, go > I know you He that praises you 
gets double punishment He that follows after you, with 
prayer and worship crying ever Molfta , you send him 
with grief and pain and sorrowr to the House of Yama ° 

^ The word also means Death 

’ KHSI ( Benares) is a’s seat But a has wandered au ay 

to the burning-grounds 

The uselessness of going to KaSi is a fasourite theme of 
Ramprasad 

’ / <? to deceue him is not so simple as robbing a child and 
running off 

' This curious phrase is merely a coarse ]ibe 

* King of the Dead 





With little e£Eort can anything come ? The water 
flows past the weak embankment ^ But he that is 
strong wins freedom by violence, freedom in his triple 
life * Unless one actually thrusts his finger in your 
eyes, Mother, you never see, never judge. 

Feet that Siva longs for, these in your fear you have 
given to Mahishasura !* He who holds a sword can 
make you hear him 1 Fearing for your life, you have 
become his everlasting refuge. 

Ramprasad will be satisfied if he but wm your grace 
Leaving aside the Nine Senses,* worship the Feet of 
Syama ° 

VII THE WORSHIPPER COMPLAINS OF THE 
INEQUALITY OF LOTS 

Let us have a word or two about the problem of 
suffering Let us talk about suffering, Tara, let me 
express my mind 

Some say that you are humble and full of kind- 
ness 

Yes, Mother, to some you have given wealth, 
horses, elephants, charioteers, conquest And the lot 
of others is field labour, with rice and vegetables 


* Embankments are of first rate importance in Bengal, where 
all agriculture depends on three months of rain 

’ Past present and future 

• A demon killed by DurgS As punidiment for sin he was 
born as a demon , his sin was expiated when he was slain, and 
thus b> his death at DurgS ’s hands sahation came to him 

DurgS is often represented as standing on Mahishasura ’s 
body Ramprasad, by a rather weak conceit, taunts her with 
fearing the demon and therefore giving him her sacred feet 
(literally, by standing on his corpse) and so, salvation ('You 
iuave become bis everlasting refuge’) 

* The Nine iienses There arc Ten Senses, five sensory and 
five motor organs Ramprasad means that he will leave the use 
of all blit the organ of articulation , he will become n mere voice 
to praise the Mother 

• Sjamu, the Dark Goddess 
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Some live in palaces, as I myself vrotild like to do O 
Mother, are these fortunate folk your grandfathers,* and 
I no relation at all ^ 

Some wear shawls and comfortable wrappers,® they 
have sugar and curds as well as rice 

Some ride in palkis,^ \\hile I have the privilege of 
carrying them. 

Mother, through what gram land of yours have I 
driven my plough ?* 

Prasad says If I forget you, I endure the burden 
of grief that burns. Mother, my desire is to become the 
dust of those Feet that banish fear. 

Vm. KALI’S SERVICE HAS MADE HIM A MENDICANT 

No longer shall I call you Mother countless ills have 
you sent me. Mother, countless ills are sending I had 
home and dear ones, but you have made me a mendicant.® 
What uorse can you do, O Long-Tressed Goddess ? 

I must go from door to door, begging my food 
Even though the mother dies, does not the child live 
still ? Mother, I cry, and yet again, Mother, but you 
are deaf and blind While the mother lives, if the child 
suffers so, u hat is the use of his mother to him ? 

Ramprasad says : Is this a mother’s way— being the 
mother, to be her child’s foe ? Day and night I muse 


‘ Naturally the most honoured in a society whose inner 
sanctities are those of immediate ancestor-worship 
’ A land of shawl, in itself a luvury ^ 

* Palanquins 

* The worst of offences in an agricultural country 

The commonest form of this poem is much briefer, bitterer 
though less elaborately sarcastic «erer, 

^ Ivindness, ah » too well » Some go hun^rv 

after the da> s toil , others carr>' nee in their belU , gold m tS 
shoulder-cloth Some nde in pUkis, others take the paih-nnTS 
tattm^’^*^ shoulders Some wear costlj- shawls, others rags^and 

last prachcallj become one m his 
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what shall I do ? Y ou will make me endure the pangs 
of birth again and again ^ 


A very famous song. There are variant readings 

IX HIS DAYS ARE PASSED IN MISERY 

In what have I offended so ? 

Unendurable has my daily lot become, all day I sit 
and weep Inwardly I say, I will leave my home, 
I will dwell no longer in such a land But the Wheel 
of Life turns me in its circle, and Chintaram Chdprasi^ 
awaits me I say, I will leave my home, and pass my 
days praising the Name But you. Kali, have so 
wrought that I am bound fast to this vain show of 
things. 

Weeping at Kali’s Feet, poor Ramprasad says 
This Kali of mine, this Kali of my thought,® through 
her I have become wretched 

X THE VANITY OF LIFE AFTER LIFE 

It IS just the hope of hope, this coming into the 
world, and it all ends in coming,* the black bee’s 
mistake when he falls on the pictured lotus You have 
fed me with niwi-leaves,® calling them sugar, deceiving 
me w ith w ords Mother, in my greed for sweets, I have 
spent my whole day with wry, embittered lips 

‘ He desires to be set free from the cjcle of re births The 
reference in this Inst line is to the belief that during the prc-natnl 
period the child suffers intensely in the womb 

’ A \ erj horatlj , almost humorous, touch Chintaram (‘Lord 
of Anxietj ■) is Yama (Death) , and Ramprasad pictures him 
waiting liken ChaprSst (sonant in livcrj’), to tell the man he is 
w anted elsewhere 

’ The Bengali has a series of puns on Kali and Kola 
{black) 

‘ A line of puns on SsH, cowing, and S{3, hope (different 
spelling, but similar sound) 

“ Which are \cr> bitter The mm is AztdiracMa indtea 
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Mother, you brought me down into the world, say- 
ing, ‘Let us play You cheated me, and in the game 
that you have played my hope has not found fulfilment 

Ramprasad says . In the world-play, what was to 
be has been. No\\ at eventide, taking your child in 
your bosom, go home 

Another famous song The ‘ hope of hope recalls 
the Greek aKia^oiap Birth after birth, and all is vanity 
and disappointment 

XI HE TRUSTS KSLI THOUGH SHE 
NEGLECTS HIM 

Mother, you are in my heart. 

Dark Goddess, who says you are m my heart ? You 
are a stony-hearted girl, a harmful delusion Through 
how much trouble you make me pass 1 In the differ- 
ence® of worship, all the Five Forms become yours. 
He that knows the Five are but One, from him. Mother, 
how V til you escape ? He that knows, and rests all on 
you, him you will not helpl But will the man who 
know s the w orlh of gold accept glass ?’ Prasad says 
My heart is of the right tint of the lotus.'* You, build- 
ing those five into one, dance and dwell in my mind’ 

XU. HIS VAIN AND EARNEST SEARCH FOR 
SALVATION BY KNOWLEDGE 

I thought I had attained to truth. I had learnt from 
the wise. I found a teacher in tlie land where there is 

’ Tlie reader inll remember that to the Hindu all life is lil3, 
sport or drama 

’ There arc Ffzc mam cults, according to the deities wor- 
shipped (Swa, Kali, Vishnu, Sur\a — the Sun-God — and GaneSa) 
All fi\e cults, Ramprasad sa>s, are cults of the Mother, and she 
meets her w orshippers m these fi\ e wa\ s 

* V ill he worship any other deity ^ 

' ‘ Is five pure lotuces ’ — tx all the Fne cults find a place in 
his heart The Tantnc sj-stem of physiology' teaches that there 
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what shall I do ? You will make me endure the pangs 
of birth again and again ^ 


A very famous song. There are variant readings. 

IX HIS DAYS ARE PASSED IN MISERY 

In what have I offended so ? 

Unendurable has my daily lot become, all day I sit 
and weep Inwardly I say, I will leave my home, 
I will dwell no longer in such a land. But the Wheel 
of Life turns me in its circle, and Chintaram Chapran' 
awaits me. I say, I will leave my home, and pass my 
days praising the Name But you, Kali, have so 
wrought that I am bound fast to this vain show of 
things 

Weeping at Kali’s Feet, poor Ramprasad says 
This Kali of mine, this Kali of my thought,* through 
her I have become wretched 

X THE VANITY OF LIFE AFTER LIFE 

It IS ]ust the hope of hope, this coming into the 
world, and it all ends in coming,* the black bee’s 
mistake when he falls on the pictured lotus You have 
fed me with «r?«*}eaves,“ calling them sugar, deceiving 
me with words Mother, m ray greed for sweets, I have 
spent my w’hole day with wry, embittered lips 

' He desires to be set free from the cycle of re-births The 
reference in this last line is to the belief that during the pre natal 
period the child suffers intensely in the womb 

’ A \ er> homel> , almost humorous, touch Chintaram (‘Lord 
of Anxiety ') is \ama (Death) , and Riimprnssd pictures him 
waiting lile a ChiprSst (sennnt in llsery), to tell the man he is 
M anted tiseuhere 

’ The Bengali has a series of puns on Kiilt and Kala 
(black) 

• A line of puns, on lisS, coming, and SSS, hope (different 
rpclllng, but similar sound) 

• W hiUi arc very bitter The mm is Azidirnchta tndica 
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Mother, you brought me down into the world, say- 
ing, ‘Let us play You cheated me, and in the game 
that you have played my hope has not found fulfilment. 

Ramprasad says * In the world-play, what was to 
be has been Now at eventide, taking your child in 
your bosom, go home 


Another famous song The ' hope of hope ’ recalls 
the Greek ckw ovap Birth after birth, and all is vanity 
and disappointment 

XI HE TRUSTS KALI THOUGH SHE 
NEGLECTS HIM 

Mother, you are in my heart. 

Dark Goddess, who says you are in my heart? You 
are a stony-hearted girl, a harmful delusion. Through 
how much trouble you make me pass ! In the differ- 
ence of worship, all the Five Forms become yours. 
He that knows the Five are but One, from him, Mother, 
how W’lll you escape ? He that knows, and rests all on 
you, him you will not help! But mil the man who 
knows the worth of gold accept glass Prasad says 
My heart is of tlie right tint of the lotus * Y ou, build- 
ing those five into one, dance and dwell in my mind! 

XII. Ills VAIN AND EARNEST SEARCH FOR 
SALVATION BY KNOWLEDGE 

I thought I had attained to truth I had learnt from 
the w ISC. I found a teaclier in the land wdiere there is 

> The reader will remember that to the Hindu all life is Ills, 
spoti or drama 

’ There are Ftve mam cults, according to the deities wor- 
shipped (Sua, KEli, Vishnu, Surja— the Sun-God— and GaneSa). 
All fi\e cults, Ramprasad sajs, are cults of the Jlother, and she 
meets her worshippers in these file ways 

’ Will he worship anv other deity ^ 

* ‘ Is fi\c pure lotuses ’—tar all the Ftz’a cults find a place in 
his heart The Tantnc sj'stem of physiology teaches that there 
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no night My day and dusk alike I robbed of dusk. 
Sleep has gone Shall I sleep again? Through all 
ages I remain awake I will restore sleep to what- 
ever owner claims it , I have put sleep itself to sleep 
Mingling borax and sulphur,^ I have brought out the 
glowing tint of gold ® This is my hope, to cleanse the 
temple of my mind 

Prasad says Worship and salvation both I despise 
The Dark Queen’s name I know for God Supreme, and 
faith and works ahke I abandon 


xni HE WOULD BE ACCEPTED FOR SERVICE 

Appoint me your treasurer. Mother, and trust me 
I am not one who forgets the salt he has eaten 

Everyone loots your storehouse of gems,* I cannot 
endure it You have left it in charge of the Demon’s 
Bane, Siva the Forgetful * He is swift to give, easy in 
complaisance, yet you let him keep your treasury ! Half 
of you he has received as a fief then why pay him salary 
as well, and such salary ? I, your wageless servant, 
possess but the dust of your Feet If you be like your 


are six circles (chakras) of occult force In the body, each of 
these Is called a lotus 

* As goldsmiths do 

’ ‘I ha\e painted the lily and gilded refined gold ’ He is 
waxing sarcastic o\er his attainments and wisdom, before he 
flings them aside for c\ er, and abandons ' works ’ for ‘ faith ' 
(or, rather, ecstatic deletion, bhakti) 

’ Literally, ‘ the gem storehouse of your Feet ’ 

* She stands on Shn, who m that way possesses her Feet 
This possession is also the ' salaiy ’ which 5i\a receives 

Si\n is ‘theForgetful ’lost in meditation, drowsed wnth drugs 
Sskta poets indulge in a great deal of what must be calied pious 
badinage of Si\a 

* In the combined image, half Umu, half 5l\ a, called Hara- 
Gauri 
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father/ 1 am lost. But, if you be like mine,* I shall 
grow wealthy. 

Prasad says . Let me die in the saving grace of those 
Feet that spurn aside all forms of curse. If I may clasp 
those Feet,® all danger leaves me. 


Traditionally, his first song, the one his employer 
found written in an account-book. 


XIV. MEDICINE FOR HIS MIND’S DISEASE 

My Mind, if you would only take my prescription! 
Here are patals* of truth, here is Srinath Datta ® 

The time will come when you will wish for these, 
Forget your worldly bliss, and worship the Victor 
of Death 1® 

Ramprasad says: Then, my Mind, you will be 
healed from the world that is your disease. 


The only interest of this poor but undoubtedly 
authentic song is that it is one of the few in which 
Ramprasad draws on his hereditary medical lore, as a 
member of the Vaidya or doctor caste. 


‘ See note to 11 Ramprasad means . If you are stony and 
bard-benrted, I shall get nothing. 

’ Sua, the careless and generous , Ramprasad ’s father by a 
kind of adoption, since the poet is child of Kail, his consort 

’ Pada means both foot and post, employment Hence the 
words mean also, if I may get this position 

* The pa(al is a vegetable Vegetables are much used in 
prescriptions oikaxnrajas, or conntr)- doctors 

• Srinath Datta seems to hai e been Ramprasad's snintual 

preceptor v 

‘ Mntunjaia, a name of Siva There seems to be only one 
place— m the Fwicfiai— where an explanation of the name is 
attempted , and that explanation is too obscnre to be gi\en here 

to remember that Sha is the Great Destruction 
that itself cannot be destroyed. 
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XV THE FOOLISHNESS OF PILGRIMAGE 

What have I to do with KaSi ? The Lotus-Feet of 
Kali are places of pilgrimage enough for me Deep 
in my heart’s lily^ meditating on them, I float in an 
ocean of bliss In Kali’s name where is there place for 
sin ? When the head is not, headache cannot remain " 
As when fire consumes a heap of cotton, so all goes in 
Kali’s name 

The worshipper of Kali laughs at the name of 
Gaya,* and at ancestral offenngs there and the story of 
salvation by ancestors’ merits Certainly, 6iva has 
said* that if a man dies at Kasi he wins salvation But 
devotion is the root of everything, and salvation but 
her handmaid who follows her What is the worth of 
salvation if it means absorption, the mi\ing of water 
with water ? Sugar I love to eat, but I have no wish to 
become sugar. 

Prasad says joyously By the power of grace and 
mercy, if we but think on the Wild-locked Goddess, the 
Four Goods* become ours. 


The teaching and spirit of this poem arc Vaishpava, 
rather than Sakta 

XVI THE HOUNESS OF KA&I EXPLAINED 

What need for me to go to Kasi ? Upon the breast 
of Kasi’s maker* is Kali with her flowing locks Men 

‘ The fourth ‘ lotus’ or centre of occult power See note to 
No XI 

’ ^e \er> root and source of all sin is destrojed 

* Sraddht ceremonies for one’s deceased relatives are held to 
bnng far more religious merit if performed at Gajn than at any 
other place Here Gautama the Buddha attained enlightenment, 
and here Knshna is said to liave killed Gayosura 

* In the Tantras, where he Is the speaker 

* The Four Ends or Objects of Putsuit Dharma (religious 
1 °r duty), Artha (wealth), Kdma (physical desire), and 

olOksha (liberation of the spirit from bondage) 

* Siva In Hindu My thologySua upholdsthcplace on histrident 
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have proclaimed its name as Maijikarni,' for there it 
\\as that Jagadamha’s" ear-ring fell from her Between 
the Asi and tlie Varuna® stands Benares the sacred 
The stream of the Varuna is the stream of the Mother’s 
mercy, and the Asi is the stream of blood from the 
sword * If one dies at Kasi, Siva gives him the 
knowledge of truth ° Above that knowledge is en- 
throned Mahesa’s*’ Queen. 

Ramprasad What care I for going to Kasi ? See 
around my neck as garland I have bound the name of 
Kali. 


X^f^. HE SOMETIMES LONGS TO REST AT KaS.! 

When shall I be a dweller m Ka§i > "When look 
back on sorrow from those groves of gladness’ With 
Ganges water and with leaves of bcl,'’ I will worship 
Siva my lord Whether on water or on land it matters 


' ‘ A gem of tbe ear ’—the name of a pool at Ka5I Daksha, 
son of Brahma the Creator, was father-in-law of §i\a, who bad 
mamed his daughter SatT Offended bj’ his son-in-Iaw’s absent- 
minded neglect to show him reverence, he excluded §i\a from a 
sacrifice to which all the other gods were imited Sati came, 
though in the invitations passed o\er with her husband , and, 
overcome with shame at her father’s contempt of herself and her 
husband, died in her father's sacrificial fire ^ thus becoming the 
first safi or ‘faithful wife * bna earned her body about, in mad 
dance threatening .all things with destruction Vishnu ent Sati’s 
body to pieces, whereupon diva’s frenz> subsided Sati’s ear- 
rings fell in the Manikami pool at KaSi Sati was reborn as Uma 
and IS therefore identified with Kali and Durga ’ 

* ‘ Mother of the world (Kai) . 

supposed to be on either side of 
Beuar^ Ramprasad explains them allegoricalU 

* fe ofsacnfice 

shads Upani- 

‘ TZ-t Great Gad (Siva) 

' manw/oj, sacred to Siva and Sakti (Kali) Tt 

rule to offer a tn^ra. three 6el leaves on aSigie st2b ' 
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not, only let me die away there at Benares and salva- 
tion will be mine She who feeds the world^ is there as 
queen, that golden one in whom I will take refuge 
Then will I dance, and, striking my cheek, shout 'Bain,' 
Bam, Bhold ' 


This poem may serve as a contrast to the preced- 
ing It shows Ramprasad as m some moods a con- 
formist But we are inclined to regard it as spurious 


XVm THE FOOLISHNESS OF SACRIFICE 

Mind, why art thou so anxious ? Utter Kali’s name, 
and sit in meditation From all this pomp of worship 
the mind grows proud Worship her in secret, that 
none may know What is thy gam from images of 
metal, stone or earth ? 

Fashion her image with the stuff of mind, and set it 
on the lotus-throne of your heart Parched nee and 
plantains, ah I how vainly do yon offer these I Feed 
her with the nectar of devotion, and satisfy your own 
mind 

Why seek to illumine her with lamp and lantern and 
candle ? Light the jewelled lamp of the mind, let it 
flash Its lustre day and night 

Why do you bring sheep and goats and buffaloes for 
sacrifice? Saying ‘Victory to Kali,' ‘Victory to 
Kali,’ sacrifice the Six Passions * 

* Annapurna, a name of Durgn 

’ Pronounce ‘ Bom,’ as the a Is the included vowel which 
c\er> consonant cames The cry of Si\a and of those ascetics 
who ser\ e him BhClS is short for BhOIanntha, ' Lord of Forget- 
fulness ’ 

’ The Sit Passions are — KSma or ScTual Appetite, KrOdha 
or Anger, L6bha or Co% etousness, MOha (literally. Stupefaction) 
or Lapse or Aberration due to Infatuation, Mada or Pride, 
Milzarya or En\> Cf the Seven Deadly Stns of the Middle 
Ages 
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Prasad says What need is there of drums and 
tomtoms? Saying, ‘Victory to Kali,’ clap your hands 
and lay your mind at her Feet. 


Another famous song, of which variant texts exist 


XIX. THE SOUL’S SLEEP OF DEATH 

Drowsy with desire, you wmke not. Excellent is 
this bed of time* that you have found ' Think you there 
will never be any dawn from this night of happmess ? 
Desire sits m your lap like a harlot, and you will not 
turn from her You have drawn the sheet of hope over 
your body ) mufBmg up your face, you refuse to un- 
cover Winter and summer alike, you remain thus, and 
your filthy doth you never send to the wash. You 
have drunk the wine of worldly possessions and the 
stupor of that wine holds you down Day and night a 
drunkard, even in absent-mindedness, you do not utter 
Kali’s name. 

O you foolish Prasad, foolish beyond conception, 
even thus your sleep hunger is not appeased In this 
your sleep the great sleep will come, when you will not 
wake, = though we call and call 


Another famous song. 


XX. HE IS OLD, DEPENDENT AND DESPISED 

By time's passing I have lost my work. The day is 
spent in idle joyfulness When I earned money I 
wandered freely from place to place. Then I had 


* T ime, remember, means also Death 

* The words mean more when 
consdoasness of any kind. 


yon Will not awake to 
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friends, brothers, wife, and all these heeded my wishes , 
but now all that is over, for I am no more a wage- 
winner Those friends and brothers, wife and children, 
seeing me penniless, scold and grow wrathful When 
Death s Messenger, seated by my pillow, makes ready 
to grip me by the hair, then, preparing my bier of wood, 
my pitcher of water, ^ and my shroud, thei? will bid 
farewjsll to the man in the ascetic’s garb Shouting 
Han," Han, they will fling me on the pile, and each go 
hi3 way Ramprasad is dead, the weeping is done, and 
they will fall to their meal quite cheerfully * 


This and the next are very popular songs 


XXI THE USELESS TOIL OF HIS DAYS 


I perish, slaving like a brownie * My waistcloth is 
empty of money for my journey , I am become a public 
drudge, vainly working myself to death Day by day, 
I labour like a coolie, Mother , and the Five Elements 
divide the wage of one ^ The Five Elements, the Six 
Passions, the Ten Senses, stand like bullies,” bearing 
clubs They listen to no one My days pass in toil 
As a blind man grips his stick that he lost and has found 
again, so would I fain clasp thee, elusive Mother , but 
in my evil deeds thou fleest from me. 


’ Fnen^ pour pitchers of vater oa the ashes, after the 
corpse uas been burned 

, Vishnu , the funeral-cry in Bengal 

4 ' I Us a matter of course 

fu Our renderinof will thron back 

No Milton’s 'lubber fiend ' (L' Allegro) Of 

^ master in mv own house I sln\e for the benefit of 

“‘"‘‘erial constituents (See note 8 on No XL VI ) 
tmnim Compared to a Hindu joint family, all 

the^on'l^ m^tTer sometimes happens) on what is earned by 

AlfAiii/r, hired ruffians 
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Prasad says- Mighty Mother, cut asunder this rope 
of actions ^ When death draws nigh, Mother, grant 
tliat my life may burst its way out through my bead 


XXII THE TYRANNY OF A DIVIDED WILL 

Mother, how often shall I make my complaint to 

thee ? , - T 

I am floating like weeds m a sea of misery, i am 

without root and without station or direction. Six 
several ways the Six Passions pull me, and sorely hurt 
I fall in the midst of them. 

Twice-born Ramprasad says • Mother, now 1 know 
that you are without mercy. Fulfil this life of mine by 
granting me vision once of thee standing in my temple. 


XXTn. KALI NEGLECTS HER WORSHIPPER, 

IN MAD DANCE 

All this IS a girl’s madcap pleasure, in whose 
enchantment the three worlds swoon into forget- 
fulness She IS mad, her lord is mad, his two dis- 
ciples* are mad. Her beauty and her nature, her 
gestures and her thought, surpass all speech If one 
takes her name, one's happiness flames into ashes, ^ 

^ He ■wishes to escape from tho round of rebirth, due to 
actions 

» Through the Brahnarandfira, the hole for the Brahman^ 
just abo\e the foramen of Monro It is believed that, if the vital 
breath goes out at death through this hole, the soul goes direct 
to the World (Abode) of Brahman, from ■which there is no 
returning to the Cycle of Births and Deaths 

’ Nandi and BhnngT, too faithful demons, who attend on 
^iva; comic characters, but miscliie\ous and powerful, and 
ruthless in esecution of his orders 

* Literally, ‘ the forehead is burnt,’ an estrcmely common 
expression It is believed that the sutures of the front of the 
skull are a man’s written fate ‘It is worse than vain, If js 
rniserj to worship so careless a goddess,’ 
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and the burning pain of poison comes into ti 
throat ^ 


XXIV KALI THE BATTLE-QUEEN 

Ever art thou dancing in battle, Mother. Never 
was beauty like thine, as, with thy hair flowing about 
thee, thou dost ever dance, a naked warrior on the 
breast of Siva " 

Heads of thy sons, daily freshly killed, hang as a 
garland around thy neck How is thy waist adorned 
with human hands ! little children are thy ear-rings. 
Faultless are thy lovely lips , thy teeth are fair as the 
kunda^ in full bloom Thy face is bright as the lotus- 
flower, and terrible is its constant smiling Beautiful 
as the ram-clouds is thy form, all blood-stamed are 
thy Feet 

Prasad says My mind is as one that dances No 
longer can my eyes behold such beauty 

XXV. Siva under kalI’s feet 

Come down from HaraV breast and dance no more, 
you mad old hag 

Siva IS not dead, he is alive , he, the great saint, is 
lost in meditation 

Such IS the strength of those feet of youi s that with 
jour dancing you will break Bhola’s ribs 

* l5i\a drank the poison which came out when the gods and 
giants churned the ocean and which threatened all lues Hence 
his throat became stained blue, and he was Nilakantha, blue- 
throated 

* Kail is usuallj represented standing on Siva’s bodj After 
slajing the demon Mahishasurn she danced, shaking the world 
In her cacitement she ignored e\en her husband’s request that she 
should stop So he lay down , and when she found herself on 
his bodj , she thrust out her tongue in dismaj Ramprasad in 
some poems takes this story simabolicallj , Kali is over Sisa, is 
greater than he 

' A jasmine 

* • He who takes away, who destro' - ’ 
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§iva, you know, has swallowed poison^ and so his 
strength has gone. 

Come down, and do your dancing, Mother, you who 
are loved by Siva He whom the poison could not kill, 
why should he die today ? 

Says Ramprasad • He is feigning death that he may 
possess your bloodstained Feet 


XXVI. THE STORM.PROCESSION OF SiVA 

Jagadamba’s watchmen go out into dread, black 
night, Jagadamba’s watchmen! ‘Victory! Victory to 
Kali I’ they cry, and, clapping their hands and striking 
upon their cheeks, they shout Bam, Bam. That wor- 
shippers may tremble, the flowery chariot is in the sky 
and in it rides the ghosts, in it too are t>/iatj avas and 
vctalas * Upon their heads is the half-moon crest,® in 
their hands the dreadful trident, to their feet hangs 
down their matted hair With them first come the 
serpents strong as death, then follow mighty tigers, 
monstrous bears. They roll their red eyes before the 
worshippers, who, half-dead with fear, cry out, no 
longer able to sit at their devotions. 

Can aught evil befall the true worshipper ? Rather 
in his delight he finds all things are good By the 
power of that Dread-visaged one,* thy prayers are 
made effectual, thou dost conquer both in this life and 
the next 


‘ See note to XXIIl 

* Ghosts ibhStas) are ordinary sinful spirits , Bhatrava (ike 

ierpbU one) Is a name of Siva, but is also used for his heuteUMts 
XV ho command the demon-world under him, velSlas are“e 
spirits of people who have died by accident or bv suiade withonf 
having completed their allotted term * ’ 

• Chandra the "Moon was husband of the twentv..!PiAn 

of the Hindu zodiac, the daughters of Daksha He nerfecS 
them all for one of them, RObini The twentx-d?r 
their father, who laid on the Moon the curseHhat he w 
waste away The Moon besought Siva’s aid Ld he weis S 
crescenMnoon alwav-s. lest the Moon fade out of txisten^ 
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Ramprasad, a poet and her slave, is swimming m a 
sea of happiness Can misfortune come to one who 
worships? What cares he for these dread things? 
He sits virdsana}’ at his devotions and takes the name 
of Kali as his shield 

XXVn THE WORSHIPPER’S HEART IS KALI’S HOME 

The Happy One is in my heart , ever is she playing 
there I 'meditate on thoughts that come to me, but 
never do I forget her name Though both my eyes are 
closed, yet in my heart I see her, garlanded with heads 
of men. 

Possessions, understanding, all are gone, and men say 
I am mad Let them say what they will , but at last, 
I pray thee, spurn me not. 

Ramprasad says Present art thou within my lotus- 
hearL’ Spurn me not at the last, Mother, me who have 
found refuge at thy Feet 

XXVni NEGLECTED OPPORTUNITY 

Mind, thou dost not know how to farm Thy fields 
remain unfilled , hadst thou sown, a golden harvest had 
waved Now make of Kali’s name a fence, that the 
yield may not be destroyed Not Death himself* (0 my 
Mind!) dare come nigh this fence, thy long-haired^ 

' nrasana, ' the hero seat,’ with ioW legs crossed, the right 
foot above the left thigh, the left foot abo\ e the right thigh One 
of the attitudes prescribed for meditation to the followers of the 
philosoph> The ^SJt/a authorities \ariously estimate the 
number of these attitudes, from clght>-four to eight million four 
hundred thousand Practically any Hindu can adopt the vlrU- 
Sana attitude , but the translators, both accustomed to English 
athletic exercises ali their li\es, cannot manage it 

’ See notes to XI and XV 

’ Vama, who comes, like Hermes, for the souls that are his 

* Llterallj , ' She whose tresses are free ' Ramprasad makes 
frequent play of fancy with the wild locks of Kali, seeing In them 
the sjmbol of strength in freedom In this passage, as in so 
many, there is a play on words that docs not admit of translation. 
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Fortress. Today or after a hundred centuries, thou 
knowest not when forfeiture’' will come Lo, to thy 
hand is the present time, Mmd (O my Mind 1 ) . Ah, haste 
and gather harvest ! Scatter now the seed thy teachers 
gave thee, and sprinkle it with the water of love ® 

And if alone (O my mmd 1) thou canst not do this, 
then take Ramprasad with thee.® 


XXIX. THE TYRANNY OF REBIRTH 

Mother, how often will you drive me round and 
round the Wheel of Being, like a blindfold ox that 
grinds the oil ? Binding me to the log of the world, 
you urge me round incessantly For what guilt have 
you subjected me to six oilmen?* After wandering 
through eighty lakhs’^ of rebirths, in form of beast and 
bitd, still the door of the womb is not closed to me, 
but sorely hurt I come again When the child weeps, 
uttering the dear name of Mother, then the mother 
takes It in her lap Throughout the whole world I see 
this comes to pass, I alone am excepted. Crying 
Durga, many sinners have attamed to pardon 

Take this binding from my eyes, that I may see the 
Feet which banish fear. Countless are the evil 
children, but who ever heard of an evil mother ? 

Mother, this is the hope of Ramprasad, that at the 
end r may find station at your Feet 


Another well-known song. 


(She) rty free-tressed, strong fence,' irbere the word for 
sfroii^ m(a~is the ^me root as Kali’s name of She the 

Emandpated One, IS Strength, s.'ij-s Ramprasad, and there is no 

^ ^ Fottetur£.°oTnfe ^ ^ 

’ passionate, ecstatic devotion 

’ Throughout this poem, the ' ilind ’ represents the deu™^ 
part, wandering and ineffective Tate ail 1 .am, saVs the 
and use the t^dy as > our serT.-mt. to accomplish \ our will 
so. Francis of Assisi would speak of his b^dj « * BrXr5lf. 
the drudge of his will and mind 

* The Six Passions, • A ISM is 100,000 



”’« - ”» “'cot,^ ?v!5 . 


" eenjs --y ^oiaino- " ^e deen 
fi■aInes^ Sea of fh„ t^' ^Qy ifin,? ^ 

Piunp-e ; Cn^°^^b djvjnp iVef’ 
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Ramprasad says . Leap in, and thou shalt gather 
gems m heaps. 


A difficult poem, crammed with allusion and conceit 
and with reference to Puranic mythology, Tantric teach- 
ing and folklore. 


XXXI. THE UNGUARDED HOUSE 

Wake and watch and cry, my Mind, Victory to 
Kali ! Give not way to sleep, forgetful Mind, to lose 
your treasure When you lie in the senseless ease of 
sleep, m the House of Nine Doors, ^ tlien with slumber 
the robber will come, will pierce through the wall and 
bear your 3 ewels away 

XXXTl. THE STORM-SMITTEN HOUSE 

I live m a damaged house, my Mother, so in ray 
fear it is to thee that I cry. The tempests have blown 
It down, but Kali’s name sustained it Terrified am I 
of those Six Thieves that at night come leaping over 
the mud wall 


A poem which, as well as any, shows how close to 
tlie soil Ramprasad’s thought and inspiration are The 
village houses are of mud and suffer terribly m the 
Rains 


XXXni. PERIL OF TEMPEST 

Mind of mine, why art thou so afraid ? Why 0 
why, art thou so afraid ? Vffien thou seest the tempest 
have no fear, for tempest it is not Embark in Durga’s 
name and sail away If, as thou goest, the watch- 

inlets outlets or 
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tnan^ sayeth aught to thee, then cry to him that thou art 
child of Syaina, thy Mother 

Prasad says O mind beside thyself, whom dost 
thou fear ? My body I have sold to Dakshina,® a slave 
to her service 

XXXIV THE MIND'S BOATMEN ARE CRAVEN 

Beware, beware, the boat is sinking 1 

Ah, my careless mind, the days are passing, and thou 
hast not worshipped the Queen of Rum * Thou hast 
weighed down thy boat with vain goods of thy trafBc, 
thy buying and selling All day thou hast waited at the 
ghat, and now with evening thou wouldst cross the 
stream * Thou hast made thine old boat heavy with 
sms If thou wouldst pass over the ocean of the world, 
make the Lord' thy helmsman Seeing the leaping 
waves, the Six Boatmen* have fled Mind, now trust 
thine all with thy teacher,’' he will be thy helmsman 

XXXV. THE WORSHIPPER'S CASE COMES TO COURT 

This is the usual judgment of the Mother 1 For the 
one who day and night calls upon Durga’s name misfor- 
tune IS decreed. 


‘ ChaukidSr, the ullage watchman This class of men have 
a bad reputation The chauktdSr might try to stop RamprasSd, 
In hope of a bnbe 

* ‘The favourable one’ (Knli) The word literally means 
' of the south,’ the region from which spring breeies come 

* ’ Queen of Kara ’ (‘ He who takes aw ay ’) 

* To the Hindu, life is more often a mer than n road, and 
salvation is a ferrying across the stream of the world 

‘ Srln.lth, literally, Lord of Sn or Lakshml (j e Vishnu) But 
RSmprasad almost certainly means ' Trust — and obey — your 
spiritual guide, Srlnlth (Datta) ’ The teacher is Idealised into a 
revelation, almost an incarnation, of the Deity 

* The Five ‘ Senses ’ of seeing, heanng, smelling, tasting and 
feeling . a d the Mind AH of them are distinguished from the 
Atman or soul The boat is the bod), the organic vehicle of the 
soul ' Literallj, 'Thy teacher-Brahmu ’ , ‘Thy teacher-god ’ 



rAmprasad sen 


53 


Within thine august presence, Mother, I am come, 
and stand with folded hands' before thee. When will 
my case be heard, that I may be freed from my 
dilemma ? 

What answers can I give to questionings ? No 
understanding is there in this earthen pot ~ Mother, 
my single hope is in the_word of Siva, which is one 
with what the Vedas and Agamas* have declared. 

Ramprasad says . Mother, through fear of death I 
would escape and haste from here. So may, I, with my 
latest breath call upon Durga’s name, and on the banks 
of Jahnavi’s'* stream forsake this earthly life ! 


The first of a group of poems which show that 
Bengali life was as full of litigation in the eighteenth 
century as it is today They are packed with technical 
legal terms. 

XXXVI. HE 'WILL APPEAL TO SiVA 

No weakling, child unhmely-born,® am I, O Tara. 
Though angry eyes flash fire at me, I do not fear. 
Those bloodstamed Feet that rest on Siva’s lotus- 
breast, in them is my prosperity. Mother, if I would 
look upon this wealth® of mine, what troubles must I 
endure I Yet is my title safe w'lthin my heart, a deed 

^ Tbe ittitude of an accused person in an Indian court 

* Seep 59, note? When the ‘ life-gi\’ing ’ ceremony of an idol 
takes place, the deiti to whom it is dedicated is supposed to enter 
it But n pot of water is placed beside the idol, for the reception 
of other deities than the one to whom the image belongs Ram- 
prasad means that he is a pot that has failed to obtam the life- 
giving spint 

‘ Another name for the Tantras 

‘ The Ganges She interrupted the meditations of the Saint 
Jahnu, who drank up all waters, but discharged them again from 
his ear, when besought b> the gods not to detain the holv stream 
She is called Jahnavl (' Jahnu’s daughter ’) 

‘ Literally, a child of the eighth month A variant readiop 
is, ’ a child tw entj -eight days old ’ ° 

* Kali’s feet 
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that bears Siva’s signature and seal Now will I make 
my plaint before my lord,^ and I shall win the verdict* 
with one question * When I appeal in court, then will 
I show what sort of child I am, and at the trial bring as 
evidence the deed my guru gave me/ 

Says Ramprasad It is no paltry suit that I thy 
child would institute against thee, Mother, nor will I 
cease to urge my case till thou dost take me to thy 
arms and grant me peace 

XXXVH. HE HAS PAID ALL RENT DUES 

Stand a moment. Death I Let me loudly invoke the 
Mother’s name. Though thou wouldst take me with 
thee, yet am I unconcerned Have I in vain bound 
round my neck as talisman the garland of Tara’s name ? 

MaheSwari' is my landlord, I am her own immediate 
tenant Now am I subject,® now am I free,® yet never 
have my dues to her been left unpaid 

Prasad says Can others understand the drama* of 
the Mother's life? That which Tnlochan's* self 

‘ K31 is capricious, and he threatens to lodge a suit against 
her in 5i\a’s court 

’ REmprasad uses the English vord decree It would be 
interesting to know if there is anj earlier occurrence of an 
English word m a Bengali tevt Clearly, this poem must be one 
of nis latest, when the English law-courts were well established in 
Calcutta 

* Presumably, the question, * Have you acted ns your gurtt 
instructed you ?’ 

‘ E\ery Hindu is supposed to haie a spiritual preceptor, who 
teaches him mantras or texts Ramprasad will show that he has 
recened orthodox teaching It will be remembered that Srinath 
Datta was his preceptor 

* The Great Goddess 

* Ndtina and S&tSna, two East Bengal words, so rare today 
that %er> few know their meaning A tenant who is SdWna is 
one from whom his landlord demands gifts (in addition to 
rent) , one who is ndtina can give only labour 

’ Lila, a word familiar to all students of Indian thought 

"Siva, ‘The three eyed ' The reader will ha%e noted how 
the Sihtas exalt Kali at her lord's expense 
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cannot perceive, shall such a mystery be vonchsafed 
to me ? 

XXXVIII. HIS MOTHER HAS NO LAVTUL CLAIMS 
AGAINST HIM 

I am no fugitive from justice. 

Of what, then, Mother, would you make me feel 
afraid ? 

My land agreement is outside your rent-roll,^ 
Mother ; the land I hold is also short in measurement ; 

And I hold, against rent-day, a talisman* sealed with 
a wondrous mystic word. 

I am a tenant on the Mother's personal land,’ 
keeping a firm hold of the right plot, all dues paid. 

Now by the strength of your name, I mean to 
continue to hold it, and also to make it rent-free.^ 

Prasad says lily rent is not a single cowrie in 
arrears. You may sink me fathoms deep in sorrow ; yet 
will I make my protest at your Feet 

XXXTX. SIN MUST BEAR ITS PUNISHMENT 

Terribly afraid am I, my Mother. There with ray 
3 udge are the records credit and debit, all is written 
down In former days I served my passions, nor cared 
what would befall me afterwards. 

See yonder sits dread Chitragupta,® and whate’er I 
do he has registered. 

‘ Temporal^ tenures were outside the permanent land-mll 
in the daj-s of the East India Company * 

^ The talisman, -which bears as a seal the chief manira of his 
faith, and which mil sa\c him from rum when rent-day comes 
round, is his con^cionsness that he is a child of 

’ This ^/dr;cwi, or personal land, falls outside the revniar 
rent-roll. 

‘ The pasmcut of a lump sum, about 30 years’ rent 
make land rent-free for e\er ’ 

' The Accountant of the Judge of the Dead 
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From life to life he carries on the balance that is 
against me Little have I saved, much have I spent 
How can I escape the judgment of the king ? 

Within the mind of Ramprasad the only hope is 
Kali’s name, 


XL HE IS BANKRUPT 

Whom dost thou serve (0 my Mind)? Who art 
thou ? Who IS thy master ? Whose menial art thou ? 
Thou must render an account of all thy folly , prepare 
to make the payment O Mind, the income side is 
blank, I see , then borrow something for thy credit 
(O my Mind 1) 

The twice-born Ramprasad says The Name of Tara 
is my wealth (0 foolish oneI),0 Mind of mine, why 
waste thy strength in profitless labour for wife and child ? 

\LI PROSPERITY, THE SNARE OF THE SOUL 

Mind, if you would rest m the shadow of safety, look 
not for happiness 1 Son of Virtue, leave your home, 
losing in the throw, seek the forest ^ The Righteous 
Judge, the God of all Gods,* is a beggar and indigent, 
even because of what he is He that is wretched loves 
mercy, my Mind, but the desire of pleasure breeds hard- 
ness In bliss IS teen, my Mind , let not this saying 
offend you In joy is sorrow, in sorrow joy , this 'has 
been said by Pak ^ 

You have thought to hide your greed of gain by 
insincere devotion Y ou will grasp every meanest coin, 
not a cowrie or a mote's weight will escape you ! 

• Yudhishtbira (in the filahsbhirala) gambled and lost his 
kingdom, accepting lojaUy the issue of his risk 

* Si\a the Ascetic He knows how \alueless eierj thing is 

’ The traditional utterer of a number of proverbial sayings, 
The Sayings of J^Sk (the twelfth century A D or earlier) 
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If you are Prasad’s mind, why do you play a churl’s 
part ? Act like the mind you are, giving your strength 
fully ; your reward shall be the jewel, the supremely 
excellent 


XLII. THE FEAR OF DEATH 

My Mind, why so fretful, like a motherless child ? 
Coming into the world you sit brooding, shivering in 
the dread of death Yet there is a Death^ that conquers 
death, the Mightiest Death, which lies beneath the 
Mother’s Feet. You, a serpent, fearing frogs! How 
amazing ! What terror of death is this in you, the child 
of the Mother-Heart of all ? What folly is this, what 
utter madness ? Child of that Mother-Heart, what will 
you dread ? Wherefore brood in vain sorrow ? 

Utter without ceasing Durga’s name, as terror 
vanishes with waking, so will it be with you. 

The twice-born Rlmprasad says; Mind, quit you 
like mind! Act the truth your teachers showed you 
What then can the Child of the Sun* do unto you ? 


XLEl. LIFE'S FOURTH STAGE 

Mother, tell me where to stand. I have no 
here. Bidding good-bye to action,® I shall ws 
hither, thither. Joined with saints, in divers fash 
V. ill banish my griefs of mind. 


a the Destroyer He has conquered death, bdoi? 
that Destruction in which all lesser destructions mere-e 

represented as Innl ! 

Kali s feet, while she stands oa his prostrate body ^ 

tr ' ^ages. in Hinduism, are: As Sin 

Householder and Cidzen, as Saint in Forest Medib 
UandennE Mendicant. Ramprasad means he will tafr? 
fourth stage. 
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You are the daughter of the rocks, and my Mother 
IS like my Father ^ 

Ramprasad says Keep in your heart your teacher’s 
chain of wisdom ' 

XLIV HE IS POOR AND HELPLESS 

Ever must I remain thus ? Thou who art gracious 
to the lowly, what is to befall me ? I am without deeds, 
without merit of worship, weak and poor inconceivably 
Ah, wilt thou fulfil this my impossible wish ? Shall I 
gam those Feet ? 

Whether I am an obedient child or disobedient, is 
not all known to those Feet? Though her child be dis- 
obedient, does the mother forsake it ? To whom shall 
1 speak all this ? 

Prasad has said Except Tara’s, what other name is 
there I can take ? Siva has cherished this name m his 
heart 

XLV HE IS A SLAVE IN HIS OWN HOUSE 

Tara, my Mother, listen to the story of my woe. 
Thou who art all supreme, behold this house of mine, 
how poor a thing it is 

Thus do these live, my Mother, with whom I share 
the house ! Five^ of them are there with five different 
wills, and all seek nothing but to please themselves 

Eight million houses* have I lived in heretofore, and 
now am come again to occupy the house of Man 

A fool’s part do I play upon the stage of life, the 
cup of sorrow brimming over. That is reality for me, 
my Mother! 

Heed then, 0 Mother, the word of Ramprasad My 
mind is not at rest No longer would I live here in this 

^ ^ha, the careless and forgetful Kali (as Parvatl, the 
Mountain Queen) was daughter of Himalaya 

’ Srinath Datta’s teaching 

• The Five Senses Again the ]omt-faniilv inconi. enience 
In precious incarnations 
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house ; those six,^ the masters of the house, have made 
an end of me. 


XLVl THE LIFE TO COME 

Think awhile, Brothers, of what will be after death. 
This IS the question that all debate 

Some say that thou wilt become a ghost, “ some a 
restless shade some that we go to bliss,'* some that 
we attain to where God dw'ells,® some that the soul is 
withdrawn into the Deity.” 

Thou art the revelation of the Vedas ; thou art the 
sky reflected m the earthen pot death is but the 
shattering of the pot '' When all things are over, in the 
void our sms and virtue are weighed Five are they 
who dwell in this one house ,® and each, when time 
comes, will go to his own place. 


‘ The Six Passions 

* Bhnta , a ghost, usnally a malevolent spirit. See note to 
XXVI The word is used also of the Five Elements that make up 
the body See note 8 below 

* Prela , a ghost whose obsequies base not been performed, 
or the ghost of a deformed person For an excellent account of 
the slllage demonology of the United Provinces, which resembles 
that of Bengal in general, see Bnggs, The Chavi 3 rs,-pn 12847 
But Bhnia firefa is used as a collectn e terra, and the text here mar 

not mean much more than ‘ we become ghosts and spectres ’ 

spectre standing for the slightly more attenuated and less 
malevolent existence of a preia 

* S'Kvarga, Indra’s paradise 

‘ SSlSkia , ' dwelling In the same region with ' (God) 

* Sdyujya , ‘ union with ' (God) 

’ The central doctrine of the Ved.anta is the identity of the 
human ^d the divine spirit Kail, to Rnroprasad,is the divine 
spirit The doctrine of identity is commonly illustrated b\ the 
reflection of the sky in the water in an earthen pot it Is the same 
si-y iou see, whether you look up or down The phrase 
tejet, RhamiSa, ‘the ski' m the earthen pot,’ comes from Gaufla 
pada s kanhSSy HI, 4 , and is frequently quoted. Hence ‘ eaTihe., 
pot is often used for the human bodv 

{bhiitas). Earth, Water, Fire, Air and 

Ether The body is supposed to be made up of them 
dissolve partnership at death 
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Prasad says What you were, Brother, you will be- 
come again at death ; even as the bubbles that rise in 
water, becoming water, mix with water 

XLVII KALI THE ONLY REFUGE 

Mind, worship her who saves on the other side of 
the Ocean of the World.^ Enow once for all what worth 
IS in the trash of wealth Vam is hope in men or money, 
this was said of old time. Where wast thou, whence 
hast thou come, and whither, 0 whither, wilt thou go ? 

The world is glass,® and ever amid its snares delusion 
makes men dance Thou art in the lap of an enchant- 
ress, held fast in thy prison Pride, malice, anger, 
attachment to thy lovers, by what wisdom of judgment 
was It that thou didst divide the kingdom of thy body 
among these? The day is nearly done think therefore 
in thy heart, the resting-place of Kali, that island filled 
with jewels, think upon the things that day has brought 
thee 

Prasad says The name of Durga is my promised 
Land of Salvation, fields flowing with nectar. Tell 
thy tongue evermore to utter her name. 

XLVm, LIFE’S AFFLICTIONS 

It is not over yet, not yet, this gloomy fate of mine. 
Not over yet, not yet I Ever is it passing, passing , but' it 
does not pass My mother’s sister,* what a plague she is! 

For me, I’d have a mind that's well content, that 
aunt of mine brings me sorrows manifold Her snares 
delude me, Oh, what tricks they play me I A double 
portion of affliction does she bring me, and swells the 
sum of my adversities 

! Ocean of Being , the Cycle of Births and Deaths 

’ Brittle and worthless 

’ Ganga and Uma, being both daughters of the Himalaya, are 
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Within the mind of twice-born Ramprasad there is 
5 fear, that in this life I have not lived where dwell 
/ Mother’s family; and having had to live without 
y Mother’s milk, my body has wasted. How long do 
m think the child will live if it is hand-fed ? 


A very obscure song. Our suggestion is that the 
aunt ’ is the religion of ceremonial and ritual, thought 
3f as represented by Ganges, the co-wife of Kali, Ram- 
prasad’s ‘ Mother ’ His experience of the exacting 
Hindu ' Law ’ has been St. Paul’s of the Jewish ‘ Law.’ 
But our colleague. Professor Ramsaran Ghosh, suggests 
that the * aunt ’ may be Maya, Illusion. 


XLIX. NIGHT DRAWING NEARER 

Going untimely, whither shall I go ? I wander ever 
in a cirde. Day has set, and my life, that sees this, 
is trembling. You who are the shelter of the shelter- 
less, World’s Mother, give me a place. I have heard 
Srinath's saying, that you are the giver of the Four 
Goods. 

Ramprasad says: Remember, O remember this 
saying at her sacred Feet. 


L THE CORDS OF DEATH 

Mind, thou has lost reality By mght and day thou 
sittest there, planning some means to get a well-filled 
purse. 

My Motlier Syama is a hoard of gold for me , all else 
IS mere deceit Shame on thee, Mind 1 ill-starred art 
thou indeed, that for a paltry bargain thou couldsr sell 
thy gold. 

The cords of retribution have ensnared my mird. 
and who shall set it free ? 

Now in thy homeland, now abroad, a wcrddess 
vagabond art thou ; an ill-fate was it that rms mrkrsn 



62 BENGALI RELIGIOUS LYRICS. SAKTA 

for thee ^ Death lives withm thy heart , its time speeds 
on as quickly as appear the young shoots of the sal * 

Prasad says Mind, what are thy thoughts ? Thou 
art a horse that five* ride, and all the five do strive 
among themselves, each for his own. And thee they’ll 
bring into confusion 

LI. DEATH AT HAND 

Consider this, my Mind,* that thou hast none whom 
thou mayest call thme own Vam are thy wanderings 
on the earth Two days or three, then ends this 
earthly life , yet all men boast that they are masters 
here Time’s master. Death, will come and overthrow 
sDch masterships Thy best-beloved, for whom thou 
art so terribly concerned, will she go with thee ? Nay , 
rather, lest some ill befall the home, she will sprinkle 
with cowdung' the house where thou hast died ® 

Ramprasad says When Death shall seize me by 
the hair, then, Mind, do thou cry Kali, Kali, and vam 
will be Death’s purposes 

Lir AND AFTER DEATH THE JUDGMENT 

O my Mind, ivhat charge shall I bring against thee ? 
Thou knowest how to say /a and ba,' but knowest not 
the names of Durga and of Siva. Jtlipis, kkajds, 
luchis, viandas, sarbhdjas^ all these hast thou eaten. 
But when I die, my Mind, then wilt thou learn the fun 

’ On thy forehead ' Shorea robusla • The Fl\e Senses 

• The reader will ha\e observed that Ramprasad often used 
Mind In the sense of Soul, as when Christ's ‘ rich fool ’ said to his 
Soul, ' E vt, drink, and be merry ' 

• Cowdung is used in Hindu houses for purifying 

• The fear of ghosts is % ery ividespread, and every effort Is 
made to get a hedge between the Using and the dead 

' These are shortened from terms of vulgar, almost obscene, 
abuse 

’ Sweetmeats of various kinds 
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of itP How can I keep house with the Five Senses, 
with their fivefold appetites ? 

O Mind, if thou dost steal and practise seduction, 
upon me must come the just punishment. 


Lin. HE LONGS FOR DELIVERANCE 

How long must I labour in vain Tara, tell me, 
how long will you make me labour so ? My purposes 
and actions are not one Happiness comes never to 
me, ray Mother. This body’s Five Elements drag me 
five different ways. Mother, the Six Passions are their 
allies Verily do I know what sorrow means O 
Mother, 1 cannot choose that happy mmd in which I 
should myself be happy. If thou feed me with mm 
and call it sugar, not thus will the bitterness go from 
my mouth. 

Prasad, thou doctor,* why so distracted? Take 
refuge in Kali 


LIV. PREPARATION FOR DEATH 

Mind, why hast thou become a beggar ? Thnce- 
wretched, knowing nought ? 

In search of the wealth that passes, thou art wander- 
ing from land to land. That which thou desirest, which 
thou lovest, seest thou not within thine home ? 

Mind, if thou but quit thyself like mind, thou shalt 
come to union When worship comes easy and natural 
as thy breath, then death’s poison will have no power 
upon thee. 

The jewels and the wealth thy teachers have given 
bind tbem fast to thee. ’ 

^ This IS sarcastic. Indalgencc is not going to save him at the 

end 

* Like a brownie Sec Ko XXI 

* A reference to his caste, the doctor one (Vaid^a) 
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This IS the request of poor Ramprasid, who hopes 
to touch the Feet that banish fear 


LV. HIS HELPLESSNESS 

Where is any good for me ? If there were any, 
would my mmd wander m the paths of sm ? 

Ten-armed Goddess, Mother, look, my body is a 
burden in the world I have not worshipped you with 
red hibiscus^ blooms, with bel leaves, with Ganges water 
Neither to Gaya nor to Ka5i have I been But, when 
death comes to seize me, I will cry Kali, and yet again, 
Kali 

Twice-born Ramprasad says I am grass that 
floats on a stream. I cry out, Save me, Save me , who 
will bring me safe to shore ? 

LVL KALI THE FENCE-MAKER 

Mind, why art thou away from the Mother’s Feet ? 
O Mind, thmk on Sakti, thou wilt get freedom Bind 
thyself with the rope of devotion. Mind, thou hast eyes 
but they show her not. Ah, what a burnt brow is 
thine I* The Mother, tricking her votary, came in his 
daughter’s shape and fenced his home “ 

Our mothers’ love is known at death. We die, and 
for two or three hours there is weeping enough, but at 
the end they sprinkle cowdung and finish Brothers, 
friends, wife and children, these are but the roots of 
illusion I die, and they send an earthen pot along 
with me, they throw eight cowries on my pyre * They 


' Offered to Kali, because U Is the colour of blood 

* What a luckless fool thou art ! 

* A legend current jn the poet’s lifehme See p 17 

* The coin of the very poor , sixteen are reckoned to the 
pice (one farthing) It is used only in tillies now, and is no 
longer a coin Cowries are thrown along the road in funeral 
processions, and on the pyre , this is a nominal giving of alms 
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take away my ornaments ; all they take away They 
put another cloth on my body, one that is square and 
full of holes * 

Mother, he that meditates on thee with steadfast 
mind, he wins thee. Ah, come out and see how Tara, 
disguised as his daughter, is building a fence for 
Ramprasad ! 


LVII. HE FACES DEATH 

Death the thief is close behind thee Awake, I 
tell thee then, my Mind, and slumber not. Take thy 
sword, the name of Kali , thy shield is Tara’s name. 
Then, O Mind, shall Death be able to force thee to his 
will? The name of Kali is sounding out its music. 
Mind of mine, call upon the name of Durga, and turn 
darkness into day. 

If Kali does not save me, in this evil age when 
unnumbered sinners have been saved, is Ramprasad a 
thief and worse than they ? 


LVIII. DEFIANCE OF DEATH 

Herald of Death, get hence 1 1 am the son of the 

Almighty Mother. Go, ask your Master how many like 
me he has seized. I can be the death of Death, if I 
remember the Almighty Mother’s power, 

Prasad says Herald of Death, take heed what you 
say to me ! Fellow, in Kali’s name I will bind you ; 
and when I smite you, who will save ? 


* Literally, cut rtgH across This may be a reference to 
some funeral custom of Ramprasad’s time We baie failed to 
get an erplanation. 
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LIX. THIS DAY WILL PASS 

This day^ will surely pass, Mother, this day will 
pass, and only rumour linger Countless will be the 
reproaches against Tara’s name * I came to the 
market of the world, and by its bathmg-gM/ 1 sat to sell 
my wares Mother, the Sun our Lord is seated on his 
platform,* the ferryman has come The load of the 
many fills the boat, he leaves behind the wretched one. 
They seek a cowrie from this poor man , where shall he 
get it ? 

Prasad says Stony-hearted Girl, look back Give 
me a place, 0 Mother 1 Singing thy glory, I will plunge 
in, into the sea of the world * 


This song is recalled by Rabindranath Tagore in a 
well-known song m Gitimdlya (see Fruit Gathering, 51), 
but that translation is only a brief pr4cis of the Bengali, 
omitting the opening lines ' I know this day will pass ’ 


LX HE HEEDS NOT MEN’S BLAME 

Shout the name of Kali, Kali, folk say, and folk 
will say, ' He is mad ’ Folk miscall you, will miscall 
you , let it go Good and evil are two things ,* do the 
thmg that is good Lift the sword of Kali’s name and 
with it cut down illusion and world's attraction 

Alas for the vain pull of this delusive world ! It is 
bringing Ramprasad to destruction 

’ Some texts read, ' This brief day will pass,' with a play on 
din, day and din, brief, poor, obscur^, * This day will pass ’ 

’ Because she has not saved her devotee 

* A conventional phrase for sunset, when the sun seems 
seated directlj opposite the spectator , but the reader may 
recall the Musalman on his prayer-mat 

* The troubles of this life, over which we must pass to the 
next world 

* His protest against any philosophy which confuses moral 
distinctions 
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LXl HIS PLAY IS ENDED 

My play is finished, Mother. My P-SJ ts rr:i;'aci- 
thou Joyous One It was to play ths.'. I csrre the 
earth, 1 have taken its dust and p's-yed. G thtr 
Daughter of the Mountains, now am I in f^r cf ceath, 
for death is close at hand In chudhoed's days That 
games I had 1 Then I wasted in the joys c: —arriec 
hfe the breath that should have been given to prayer. 

Ramprasad says Now that I am o’c and feeble, tell 
me, Mother, what I must do O Mother of mine tb“ 
that art strength^ itself, give me devotior. Cast me 
into the waters of salvation. 


This IS another of Ramprasad’s poems that ba* 
haunted Rabindranath Tagore's imagination, his readers: 
will remember many passages in his work which reaal! 


LXII AND HE IS FREE FROM FEAR OF RE-EIRTH 

No more birth in this w'-orld shall I kno— , ncter- 
more be in the womb of my mother.* 

Call her Bhavani, Bhaira\i, Syama, v, hat yon wfl'— 
the Scriptures cannot contain her. §na has 

perceived her greatness Countless are the s-rners- 
who haie drunk of my Mother’s name and fornd 
salvation O Mother, show to me now Mount KaJlr^* 
that hca^ enly dwelling-place 


LXni ALL ERROR IS ENDED 


No more shall I wander and live amid error. I j-s 
rested all upon the Feet that banish fear, and with ft'* 
shall not shake again. Weighted no more with***' 
w orldly passions that beset me, I shall not sink into ? 
■well of poison Regarding joy and teen alike, 


I 


’ Salvti 

’ The grace of Kali has delivered him from the ds-.r - , 
re-birth in this irorld, 

* 5i\ a’s hca\ en 


It vU 
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no more carry fire m my mmd Dmnk with desire of 
worldly wealth no longer, I shall not wander from door 
to door I shall not clutch at the wind of hope, and lay 
bare my mind to others Being now no more captive to 
the snares of sense, I shall not swing myself beneath 
love’s Tree.*^ 

Ramprasad says I have drunk milk, and even with 
my buttermilk I am not gomg to mix ink 

LXIV. CRYING TO KALI, HE WILL LEAVE LIFE 

Will such a day ever come, when crying Tara, Tara, 
Tara, I shall find my eyes streaming with tears ? The 
lotus of my heart* will burst into blossom, all darkness 
will leave my mind Then I shall roll on the earth, 
crying always on the name of Tara All difference 
and disbnction I shall forsake ,® my sorrows of mind 
will finish. The formless Goddess, who is more than 
many hundred Vedas, shall be my lot 

Sriramprasad^ proclaims The Mother reigns m 
every vessel ® Look, blind eyes, upon the Mother, the 
Night-Dispeller who dwells In night I 

LXV THE END 

Tara, do you remember any more ? 

Mother, as I have lived happy, is there happiness 
hereafter ? Had Siva’s words' been true, I should not 

* Swinging has a religions significance, from its association 
with the Kpshna legend 

’ See notes to XI and XV 

* All religions perplexities will be gone, all worship will be 
simplified 

' .^rtis prefixed bj a Bengali gentleman to his signature It 
is olten merely our Mr or Esgutre 

' In certain forms of Hindu worship each god is represented 
bj an earthen pot filled with water Ramprasad holds that, 
whichever of the gods is worshipped. Kali is the ultimate reality. 

’ The Tantric teaching of the efficacy of ceremonies and 
pilgrimage 
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LXVI HE HAS WANDERED WITHOUT BEING WISE 

Think, my mmd ! Today, or a century hence, you 
must die Because your feet have wandered in the ways 
of the world, my Mmd, you have not thought of 
Bhavani * Think ever of those Feet of Bhavam, if you 
would pass hence to her world 


LXVII. CONQUEST OF SELF 

Put 6re to your passions, they will make fine ashes 1* 
Cleanse your mind with those ashes,* destroy the 
taints that foul it Come to the lake of Kali/ and get 
cleansing. The waters of that tank cleanse well 
With sin for fuel, kindle a blaze, and place on it the 
brewmg-vat of wisdom 


LXVIll THE QUEEN OF THE BURNING-GROUND 

Since thou lovest burning-grounds, I have made my 
mind a burning-ground, that the Dark Goddess, Dweller 
amid the dead, may dance there always Nothing 

* A line of puns and alliteration Bha\anl is The World's 
Mistress 'World-Explorer >ou ha\e forgotten Her who is 
Herself the World ’ 

* The Tantras prescribe ns places for meditation ‘ the 
solit.iri mountain-top, the lonely, empty house and riverside, and 
the cremation ground The Interior cremation ground Is there 
where the passions arc consumed in the fire of knowledge ’ The 
Serpent Poter, b> Arthur A\ nlon, p 217 

’ Alkali that cleanses 

* A lake where she showred herself to worshippers The 
story is told in Toru Dutt’s Ballads of Hindustan 
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remains in my mind, Mother, save flames ot funeral 
ever burning. Agamst thy coming, I have scattered 
ashes everywhere. 

Flinging beneatli thy Feet him who is Time’s Great 
Period^ and Conqueror of Death/ come. Mother, danc- 
ing come, and, though my eyes be shut, I shall see thee. 


LXIX. KALI THE REFUGE 

Where’er thou art, O Bhava’s* Queen, let me have 
sight of thee. Appear to me, thou wife of Siva, disport- 
ing thyself on Hara’s breast Ever in my sorrow am 
I crying to thee, my Mother, Have mercy upon me, 
most merciful Mother I know not how to worship , I 
am not worthy to worship thee. Thou saviour of 
sinners, let me behold thee. Thy wretched child, O 
Mother, cneth to thee. Thou who hast given me birth, 
forget not the day of my death 

* Mahakaln, The Great Deaths te Sha as already 

explained, means both death and ttrne ) 

* Mritunjaya. 

* ' He who Is ' means existence, the tcorld , and is 

also (like Hara) a name of &i\a 
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LXX HE IS INDIFFERENT TO HIS WORLDLY 
FORTUNE 

No matter what fortune thou grantest me, nothing 
IS wanting if I forget thee not Birth and labour and 
sorrow I take as sheer delight, if I but see Syama’s 
rain-clouds in my heart. A body smeared with ashes 
or decked with jewels and gold , a lodging beneath a 
tree or a seat on a royal throne— to Kamalakanta all 
are one, if thou, my Mother, make his heart thy 
shrine 


LXXI HE IS ENTIRELY DEPENDENT ON KALI 

I want nought else, O Syama, save your two red 
feet ‘ And this boon I hear Tripuran,” too, has taken 
To see him thus possessed robs me of all my courage 
Relations, friends, my children, wife — all stay to 
share my happiness , but when ill-fortune comes, not 
one remains I am become as those whose house is on 
the outskirts of the village ’ 

If by your own virtue you would save me, then look 
on me with kindly eyes Else all this talk that by 
repetition of your name I may possess you is merest 
emptiness 

This IS the word of Kamalakanta I tell the Mother 
all my many w'oes My rosary is in an old patched 

* Her leet are red from treading the battlefield 
’ Sha. ‘ the enemy of Tripura,' a demon whom he Hlled 
'/ e 1 am treated as an Outcastc 
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bag,' and hangs there in the room where I have told 
my beads ' 


LXXn. KALI’S POWER 

O Kali ever happy, delight of Mahakala’s mind, you 
dance for very joy and dap your hands in measure with 
your dance 

You are the primal element, immutable , you are 
dark-hued as empty space, and wear the moon-sign® on 
your forehead. 

From whence, before the world was framed, did you 
get your garland of heads ? 

We act in this machine according to the Tanira 
rules, and you are the one mechanic. 

As you have placed me, so I stay , as you have 
taught me, so I speak. 

The restless Kamalakanta reproaches you and says 
This time, Destroyer of all, you have taken your sword 
and put an end to good and evil alike.* 


LXXin THE POET’S GREAT HAPPINESS 

My mind is a bee® sated with the blue lotus of 
Syama’s feet. The sweets of wealth are all despised, 
so too the flow ers of passionate desire 

Black are her feet, black is the bee ; and black with 
black has mingled 

» Of rtidr&kiha bemes, sacred to ^na and Sakti While 
telling his beads, a Hindu usually bolds the rosary Inside a small 
bag which covers his hand When not in use, the rosary is tept 
in the bag 

’ It Is no use worshipping her, unless she attend to him ; so 
be abandons her worship 

* Kali has a third eje in her forehead and under that the 
crescent moon 

* He is discontented and without peace of mind, and her 
RCtiMU’ seems to him merely destructiie 

* The large black bumble-bee, a great favourite of Bengali 
poets 
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See you, Five Elements,* drunkards beyond all 
others, you could not hold your ground when you looked 
on this happmess 

Kamalakanta’s mind has at last been filled with hope, 
see how joy and sorrow have become one I The sea of 
happiness is overflowing 


Lxxrv. EXTREME UNCTION 

Listen, O Syama, listen, O Mother, seated upon the dead, 
and let me tell you all my mind’s desire 

At my last hour, O Mother, may this tongue cry, ‘ Kali, 
Kali ’ 

When they dip me in the water,® then. Mother, arise 
within my heart 

Then in my thoughts I will gather red hibiscus from 
the groves 

I will smear them with the sandal-paste of devotion, 
and present them a flowery offering at your feet 

Half of my body will be in Ganges stream, half will be 
on the land 

Some one will write upon my brow all the names of 
KaH 

Some one will call aloud into my ear. 

Some one will cry, ‘Han, Han, ’and clap his hands to 
keep time with his shouts 


By Kamalakanta, though it does not contain his name. 


* Of which the body is made These betray us into an 
intoxication of the senses , but the poet, engrossed in the 
worship of Kali, is beyond the sphere of their power 

’ When a high caste Hindu Is dying, he is, if possible, brought 
to the Ganges, and his feet are put in the water 
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LXXV THE HOUR OF DEATH 

When my mind is failing, then the name of Kali 
■whisper in my ears, as I lie on my bed of sand This 
body is not mine, the passions sweep it along O 
Forgetful One,’^ bring my rosary when I float in Ganges 

Ramlvfishna, fearful, says to the Forgetful One. 
Thou art careless for my welfare, careless as to my 
fate."* 


This song IS quoted in Dr Dinesh Sen's Htsiory 
(p. 721), but we found it first elsewhere 

One of the countless poems entreating aid at the 
time of death The poet imagines that he has been 
placed in the Ganges to die ; and he asks for his rosary 
of rudraisha berries. 


‘ BhOla (^iva). But the poem will also admit of the 
explanation that the poet is reproaching his own forgetful mind 
and not Siva ’ 

’ Literally, what is on ray forehead See note to XXIII 
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LXXVl. THE WORSHIPPER WILL CONQUER KALI 
BY HER OWN STRENGTH 

Come, Mother, join battle with me as I worship 

Let us see. Mother, who will be conquered, the 
Mother or the son 

I mount the mighty chariot of virtue , worship and 
adoration, these two steeds are harnessed to it 

I have stretched the bow of knowledge , and here I 
sit, the arrow of devotion ready in my hand 

Today the battle shall decide the issue. What feat 
have I of death ? 

With beating of drums, I will seize the wealth of 
salvation 

In battle after battle you have overthrown the 
Daityas ‘ This time, O Goddess, come and fight with 
me. 


Rasikchandra your votary says It iS m your 
strength. Mother, that I shall conquer you in battle 

’ Titans Often rendered demons, though they were not 
wicked except in the sense that they warred against the gods 
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LXXVII KALI CANNOT HELP HER WORSHIPPER 

Why do j ou m such a plight call yourself meraful ? 

{This is the Mother, the merciful, and in such a 
plight!) 

■iiSTiat wealth can you give me? You yourself have 
not even clothes. 

Would a woman choose nakedness if she had aught 
with which to clothe herself ? 

Your husband is a beggar from his birth, your father 
IS most cruel 

There is not m the family of either any to be a 
benefactor 

For Saiyad Jafar what wealth is there in your 
keeping ? Harass breast possesses your twin Feet 


The only interest of this song of somewhat ambiguo 
devotion is that its author is a Musalman It is w< 
known that Musalman thought has influenced Hinduisi 
but It IS not so well-known that Hinduism, in Bengal, 
any rate, has influenced Muhammadanism Musalmr 
sing Sakia and Vatshnaia songs almost as freely 
Hindus do ; and Vaishvaia songs by Musalmans will 
found m the companion volume to this one 
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LXXVin. KALI IS THE UNIVERSAL OBJECT OF 
WORSHIP 

Art thou Mother or Father to me, my Mother ? 

I have searched the Vedas and the Vedanta, the 
Tantras and the Mantras^ yet nowhere have I found thy 
fulness 

As Rama thou dost take the bow, as Syama^ the 
flute as Syama the black, thou dost seize the sword 

Some offer at thy feet the trilasl^' some the aiasi,^ 
some come with handfuls of hibiscns, some bimg the 
leaves of bel 

O Mother, Mother of the Umverse, art thou male or 
female ? Who can say ? Who knows thy form ? 

In whatever form men think of thee, in that form 
do thou. Universal One, appear to them. 

Nilakaptha’s mmd ever thinks of thee as chief 
amongst the deities.* Mother, if thou woiildst be 
Mother indeed, then why at my Mother’s feet should 
my Father lie prostrate ?“ 


‘ Kpshna is called Syama, * tlie dark one ’ Syaina, a name of 
Durgu, is the feminine form of the word It 11111 be remembered 
that, when Durga is first mentioned in Hindu literature, she is 
Krishna’s sister (see Introduction, p 11) 

’ Sacred basil dedicated to Vijhnu Almost eierj Hindu 
household and all Vaisfinava temples cultii ate a plant The poet 
is glonfjing his goddess ns the Supreme Principle, worshipped 
under the names of Ramn, Kpshpa and Siin 
The linseed plant , its flowers are ofltered to Durga 
* Literallj, as chief of Creators 

‘ Her station on Sim’s bodv is taken b\ the poet ns 
sjTnboliring her lack of affection and compassion 



LXXX THE DEVOTEE MCTOEIOUS 

Come not here, Death, come not here I , 
dangerous snare ready for you Kali my Mvii* 
given me courage, my fears have all departed- 
am I victorious everywhere, and Mahakala* is 
The jewel of knowledge is bright within 
kundalini^ has wakened in my heart. Ko longer c-''^ 
up as a snake the Mother sleeps, but slowlv 

J j i 

’ A reference to her garland of hntnan heads 
’ Literally, ‘ snatch awaj ray life-bird ’ 

* Usaally a name of Siva , here used for the Gcd c' 
(with whom Siva is sometimes identified) ' 

‘ The toiled one (sec note 2 on p 50, also p 12). VT'*- 
wakens. she ri^es np through the spinal cord , when 
the Brahraarandhra (see note 2 on p 45), the de-f-otee's’ 
one with the Eternal, and, this identidcation being c-X:*’ 
passes from the body 



80 BENGALI RELIGIOUS LYRICS. SaKTA 

moves towards union with the Supreme. Glad at heart 
she goes to bring to nought the dangers 

0 Death, close thme eyes and see that m my heart 
IS Kali’s dreadful form 

Kautha says So I say, come not here to fall into 
this snare 
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LXXXI. THE POET, IN PERIL OF DEATH, PRAYS 
TO THE MOTHER 

0 Jlother, Hararama,' when will you appear to me ? 
Finished is this life’s play, now let me have sight of 
you Every day my body grows weaker, little by little 
the sight goes from my eyes Now must you appear to 
me , if you delay, shall I have sight to know tlie face 
of Syama? 

1 know you are present, Mother. Have you not 
cared for me ? and clothed me > But what your form 
IS like, this I do not know 

O Kali, it IS you who have put blinders on the eyes 
of your child." 

Anxious care has robbed my body of its beauty 
Come, Mother, make yourself known to me 

If when my breath is spent and I am lying with m' 
two eyes closed, if then you come, O wife of Siva, te 
me, what will your coming profit me ? These eyes r 
longer w ill have power to see, and what my mind h 
thought ray mind must keep® No longer will the 
lips have power to call on you, my Mother, 

My body is becoming as a stream whose mud 
waters rush along in flood 

Will you not come to me, Mother, and wipe away 
shme from me, your Rama ? 

* Sf-e xvho t>lcasei Hara 

* As -wHli the oil-man’s blindfolded ox (Ko XXIX). 

‘ Thought may still be there, bat he will not have pow 
express it 



DWIJADASA 


We cannot find out anything about the writers of the 
next seven poems, which are all popular in the villages 
of West Bengal 

LXXXn THE WORSHIPPER LAMENTS HIS 
NEGLECT OF KlLl 

Never a day, never a day have you given me,* 
Tara, Never a day when all day passes uttering Tara, 
Tara, Tara, 0 Mother Durga, the day goes its ill- 
omened way, spent in repaying my family’s debts 
Worldly desire goes not, your worship is not done, is 
not done Not one day have I spent yet, crying only 
Sa7ikart, Sarvanl, Siva, Savasana, 

This is the prayer of Dwyadasa ’ O Mother Tara, 
fill my eyes with bliss ! Wife of the Eternally Happy 
One, keep me in eternal happiness I Floating in 
sorrow’s stream, I waste away 


' Not a day of his life has been spent wholly in her service 
and praise 

* These are all feminine forms of names of £i\a Sarvanl is 

from Saru, missile, arrow, and Savasana is 'she who sits on a 
corpse ’ 

’ T he twice-born servant 



ANONYMOUS 


LXXXni. A • WALPURGIS ’ DANCE 

Mother, Daughter of Gin,^ why are you here at the 
burning-ground ? Why xn this guise ? 

Have you no shred of shame, that you can put your 
feet on Hara’s breast? A naked, unclothed woman, 
you have set your feet on Hara. 

Your tongue is hanging out, your curled hair falls 
disordered all about you 

You arc Bhairavi' and Bhavani, you are the cause of 
this world, and there you stand and chew the flesh your 
hand is holding ! 

The wme-cup'' too you hold, and w ith the are 

dancing madly. 


Such a poem as this shows what a furnace of abori- 
ginal superstitions is biasing beneath the Sakia system. 

LXXXIV. THE POET’S HEART A BURNING-GROUND 

My heart I make a burning-ground , for burning- 
grounds you love. And Syama who haunts the burning- 
grounds may dance there continually 

Mother, I have no other treasure in my heart, save 
the pyre that is burning there Come, and you will 
see the ashes of the pyre scattered all about 

And him whose names are Mntunjaya and Mahakal; 
cast beneath your feet Then come, O Mother, in you 
measured dance, and let me wuth closed eyes behold yot 

’ The I\!ounlairt Sec the AgS)7,ari songs which follow. 

' Feminine of BbalniMi (6i\a) See note to No XXST 

* Llternlb , ciip of Nectar 

• Feminine of one who practises mentnl repression 



NAVAKISOR MODAK 

LXXXV DURGA IS FALSELY CALLED MERCIFUL 

Can mercy be found in the heart of her who was 
born of the stone ? 

Were she not merciless, would she kick the breast 
of her lord ? 

Men call you meraful, but there is no trace of 
mercy in you, Mother 

You have cut off the heads of the children of others, 
and these you wear as a garland around your neck 

It matters not how much I call you ‘ Mother, Mother ’ 
You hear me, but you will not listen 

Such is the kicking that all must endure, yet do men 
cry to you as Durga. 
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LXXX\'I. AFFLICTIONS ARE HER MERCY 

The sorrows, Tara, thou hast brought and art ever 
bringing me, these I have learnt are only thy mercies, 
thou Mother who takest away sorrow 

It is for the good of the child that the mother 
chastises him , and so, my Mother, would I bow my 
head and submit to this burden of sorrow. 

Mother, thou art tlie deliverer of the wretched and 
the guardian of those who take refuge in thee 
A grievous sinner I am, and so I have lost thee 
Tara, I am as a bird thou hast tamed , I learn what 
thou dost teach me. Mother, thou hast taught me this 
word ‘ Tara ' and so I call thee, ‘ Tara, Tara ’ 


This song has been spread from Calcutta by the 
gramophone and is now sung throughout the villages of 
Bengal 


LXXXVH. THE SON HAS BUT ONE DESIRE 

Syama, my desire is satisfied. 

Mother who art the joy of Hara’s heart, and who 
dost bring to nought the hopes of men, thou hast made 
void what hope was left to me 

Though I place my soul an offering at thy feet, some 
calamity befalls. Though I think upon thy loveliness, 
unceasing death is mine 

Thou dost frustrate my desires, thou art the spoiler 
of my fortunes Well do I know thy mercy, Motlier 
of mine. 
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Great were my desires, and I spread them aU out as 
a salesman does his wares Thou didst see the display, 
I suppose, and didst bring confusion upon me 

Mother, the guards thou didst give me have looted 
my stall, they have not even left my capital 

My wealth, my honour, kith and km, all have gone, 
and I have nothing now to call my own 

What further use is there for me ? Wretched indeed 
am I 

I have sought my own ends, and now there is no 
limit to my grief 

Thou who dost take away sorrow, to me most 
wretched hast thou given sorrow And I must all this 
unhappy lot endure 

Who will console the one who has no friend except 
his Mother, and whom that Mother makes to weep ? 

Make me to weep thou mayst, yet as I weep I shall 
cry ‘ Kali, Kali,' and with my tears I will wash thy feet 
At thy feet I will roll in the dust. To he there at thy 
feet and weep, that is my continual desire. 



KANGAL 


LXXXVIII. TRUE ADORATION 
Sakti-Worship is not Merely Words 

If it had been merely words, would not Bharata,^ a 
worshipper through all the ages, would not Bharata 
through /fl/t/i-worship have lost its power ? Just tinsel 
ornaments and crash of drums, not in these is iakli- 
w orship to be found. 

Offer the dtrAleaves of a single heart, offer the 
Ganges water and lotus of devotion, and so perform 
your acts of adoration. 

You may give your sun-dried rice, you may give 
your sweetmeats, but do not think that with these you 
can gratify the Mother 

Light the lamp of knowledge, offer the incense of an 
earnest soul, then only will that one who is dmne 
fulfil all your desires. 

Wild buffaloes and goats, these are the Mother’s 
children , she does not want them as a sacrifice 

If you would offer sacrifice, then slay >our selfish- 
ness, and lay your love of ease upon the altar. 

Kangal m anguish says Where men make caste 
distinct from caste there can be no /cA/i-worship Let 
all the castes be one and call to her as Mother, else w’lll 
tlie Mother never grant us mercy. 


Kdn^al means poor, and is possibly an adopted name 
for the haul w’ho wrote the song. Some of the most 
beautiful Bengali lyrics arc the work of these hauls, 
many of them as anonymous as our English and Scots 
ballad-makers A good collection of Aar</-songs is 
greatly needed. 


'■ I c India. 



AGAMANi AND VIJAYA SONGS 

THE DRAMA OF THE MOTHER’S 
RETURN HOME 


RAMPRASAD SEN 

LXXXIX AN INCIDENT OF UMA’S CHILDHOOD 

‘Ginbara,’^ I can no longer try to quiet Uma In 
angry pride she sobs and sobs and will not have the 
breast She does not want the clotted milk , butter 
or cream she will not eat 

The night has almost gone, and in the sky the moon 
has risen Uma cries ' Bring it for me ’ 

No longer (I say) can I try to quiet Uma 

Her eyes are swollen with her sobbing, all tear- 
stained is her face Can I, her Mother, bear to see her 
so ? 

‘Come, Mother, come!’ she says, and takes my 
hand , yet whither she would go I do not know. 

Said I to her ‘You cannot grasp the moon’, and 
at the words she flung her ornament at me 

Ginbara left his bed and sat him down, and tenderly 
took Gauri" in his arms Happy at heart and laughing as 
he spoke, ‘ See, little mother, here’s a moon for you,’ he 
said, and handed her a mirror. Great was her joy, as 
in the mirror she beheld her face, than countless moons 
more beautiful 

’ Giribara, Sansk gimarxt, chief of mountains, another 
name for the father of Uma 

’ Bnght<omtilextoned (Uma) 
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Ramprasad says Blessed indeed is he within whose 
house Earth's Mother dwells. 

Uma’s mother speaks 


XC. THE SAME CONTINUED 

And as they talked, sweet sleep overcame Earth’s 
Mother Her father laid her on the bed 

At break of day Himagiri’s queen^ came to the 
shrine where Uma lay Her being all intense with 
overflowing love, she waves the lights of happiness,' 
and calls her daughter back to consciousness 

The queen calls to her, calls, and calls again 
‘ Awake, little mother, awake The sun is up, the 
night has passed The sheldrake's mate* with her 
exulting song drives away her grief 

‘ Arise, arise, GaurT, dear as life ; Gin is standing 
near. No longer should you slumber.’ 

Poet,^ rhapsodist and panegyrist with folded hands 
entreat you • ‘ Have done with sleep, have done with it, 
have done wdth it. 

‘You who are meraful, arise, and let me see your 
mercy, 

* Go to Maudakini's* waters , go, take you leaves of 
bel, and offer your worship unto Siva 

‘ Listen, little mother, listen to your Mother's words.’ 

* yienaka 

* Arad, ■a. lamp of metal with several jets of light, which is 
A%a\ecl before the image of a goU morning and erening Until 
recent Uracs, this was commonly done to hononred persons in 
Hindu fnmilie': See Dubo s, 14S 

' tthen Rama was lamenting the loss of Situ, a pair of 
sheldrakes were p>ousl> courting. He enrsed them with eternal 
sqiaratioa at night, bnt they arc allowed to reunite eadi dawn 

* Court-poets awakened kings m Ancient India This Is an 
episode, while the poet in imagination adds his eatreaties to 
those of Uma's mother 

* The n\er of Indra'^ paradise ; the Ganges ere it descends 
to earth. 
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The smiles broke slowly over Gauri’s lovely face , 
she knew her Mother’s voice 

The ksktla^ are singmgf, cold breezes are blowing 

The moon has no radiance now 

The water-lily sees her lord" robbed of his glory, 
and stands with saddened face, a shivering image 

The hapless Kaviran 3 ana* says O Durga, who art 
merciful toward the wretched, save me, O save me, 
I pray Look in mercy upon me, and deliver me from 
the waters of the dread ocean of life Take me across 
to its further shore ^ 


This and LXXXIX are from the Kalikirtan , not an 
Agavianl song, strictly, but included here as giving a 
glimpse of Uma’s early vears in her mountain-home 
The Western reader will be struck by the resemblance 
m spirit to the Homeric hymns , and in the first part 
in Ramprasad’s closing comment Persephone becomes 
Demeter The translators cannot forbear to draw 
attention to the extreme beauty of the opening of the 
second part 

XCI MEN AKA HAS DISCOVERED UMA’S GREATNESS 

My Uma is no common maid Thy daughter, Gin, 
is not that, is not that I am afraid to tell what I have 
seen in a dream Oh, our Uma sat upon the heads of 
the Four-Faced® and Five-Faced” Ones Queen of kings, 

’ The hawk cuckoo, noisiest and (in the ludgment of North 
Indian poets) sweetest-voiced of birds, clamorous in winter 
dawns 

’ The sun is the lover of the lotus, the moon of the humbler 
water lily 

• Hevho pleases poets , Raraprasad’s title from theKflshnagar 
court 

' The conclusion, as so often, is a pious irrelevance 

• Brahma 

• Siva 
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she speaks \Mth laughing lips * He, the dark-robed 
One,- who rides on Garuda," stands humbly in her 
presence, with palms together in supplication. 

Prasad says This is she whom sages cannot win 
by meditation Blessed art thou, O Giri ! What merit 
hast thou achieved to possess such a daughter > 


Again, not an Agaviani song, but another glimpse 
o£ Uma’s early years, 

* A<; a child In Menata’s home 
’ Vishnu rides on Garuda, the great kite 


ANONYMOUS 


XGII A SONG TYPICAL OF THE ABUNDANT AND (AS 
IN THIS CASE) OFTEN ANONYMOUS AGSMANI 
LITERATURE OF BENGAL VILLAGES 

Menaka sends for Her Daughter 
Go, Gin, go bring my Gauri , stricken with grief is 
she, my Uma In my dreams I saw Narada he told 
me that Uma was weeping most bitterly and calling 
‘ Mother, Mother.’ 

Your son-in-law is a beggar and drugs jhimself with 
hemp My Gauri is an image, all of gold ~ 

I hear that he has sold all Uma’s clothes and orna- 
ments and with the money bought hemp for himself. 

‘ The minstrel of Swarga (India’s Heaven) Traditionally, 
he performs two functions he sings eternally the name of Hari, 
and he foments quarrels e\ery where 

’ Gauri means bnshl-complextoned , rvlth the brightness of 
gold 
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XCin THE JOY AT THE COMING OF UMA 

Nov? has the happy night ended in davrn , behold thy 
daughter comes. Go, greet her entrance home again. 
Come, see her face beauteous as the moon! Your 
sorrows all will disappear. What stores of honey fall 
from the moon-beams^ tliat are her smiles ! 

The welcome story heard, the queen hastes off, her 
hair dishevelled, her clothes all disarranged Her 
streaming ejes are filled witli tears of joy that well up 
from the floods of her emotion She outruns Ginbara, 
and, sobbing, falls upon her daughter’s neck. Again she 
sets her on her lap, she gazes on that face most beauti- 
ful, and kisses her red lips. Says the mother . ' The 
mountains are your father, but your husband was a 
beggar from his birth To ^mk that I should give 
so fair a maid to Digambara! ’’ 

Her girl friends come, their minds aflame with 3oy, 
and laughing take her hands and say • ' What have you 
done with that great lo\e for us, that for a year you 
could forget us so’ Come, lift your face and talk wiUi 
us. Our life would soon ha\e slipped away.’ 

Happy indeed at heart is Ramprasad Dasa*’ the poet. 
He swims in a great sea of joy At the advent of the 
Mother all men rejoice So lost are they m happiness 
that day and night arc both alike to them. 

^ The noon js snpno'oil to drop nec*rr C{. old Enoluh 
folUore ; tor csample, iVacbtlh HI, 5, 3], 23-25 
* Upon the co-ncr ot the noon 
There hong^ n \ aporors drop profound , 

I 11 catch it cre it cones to ground ' 

’ ‘One who wears- ro cloth ’ (because 5na wearsn tlgersUn) 

• LUcrally.jfJ-.a"/ 
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XCIV A NEIGHBOUR GIVES TIDINGS OF UMA'S 
APPROACH 

Arise, arise, O Gin’s Queen, happy is the news I 
bring' you, Mother , for, as I came, upon the road I met 
your ISani ^ 

Her grace illuminates the grove, she holds her two 
sons in her arms , a girl comes riding on a lion !* More 
beautiful than countless moons are her twin feet Her 
conch shell bracelets and her vermilion sign” alone 
adorn her radiant form What need has she of orna- 
ment, who IS herself as waves of light? Lest she 
suffer from the heat of the sun, a cloud overshadows 
her , the trees all bow their heads and, bending low their 
branches, fan her 

Along her path the flowers are bursting forth m 
ordered rows , the kokilas are beside themselves as they 
sing their happy songs of the Mother’s advent From 
the trees the sweet fruits are falling at her feet 
Saints and sages and the wise all are prostrate before 
her, and call to her ‘ Mother, Mother ’ 

O Queen, O Mother, I have hastened to bring you 
this glad news , now wipe away your tears and possess 
yourself m patience 

Kanta says At the glad news Menaka is overcome 
with weeping The holy water of such happiness 
purifies life from all its stains 

\ Peminine of 7/4 — ' Lord,’ a name of 5i\ a 

Girl and lion arc almost the same word, the play on their 

sound assisting the antithesis 

In the forehead, at the parting of the hair, the sign that a 
woman is married, and that her husband is alhe Conch shell 
uractlets also mark the married woman 
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XCV. THE ARRIVAL OF UMA 

‘ The City’s all excitement, Queen, up and av.ay, thy 
daughter comes to thee Away, and welcome her and 
bring her home Come, I say, come with me 

‘ Tava * so happy is the new s that you have brought, 
Ibat vM have mSc of me yout purchased slaxe. AH 
that I have you maidens may command Come, come 
to me, and I \i iH give my life to pay my debt to you. 

With quickening steps the Queen has gone, her hair 
all loose about her Lo\e bears her on, as water one 
ho swims All who approach she questions thus: 

‘ How far off now is Gaurj, canst thou say ? On, on 
she goes, when in her path the chariot appears. She 
looks upon Uma’s face and says to her : Thou art 

come, thou art come, little Mother Hast thou, v/bo 
art mother to me, forgotten me who am thy mother >= 
Sureh that could not be, my lo\ e 

Sanknri steps from the chanot, bowing before her 
mother, and hastens m oft-repeated ways to bring her 
consolation 


Says Ka\ irahjana Dasa in tender tones . 
else has know n a day so fortunate ? 


Whoever 


> One of Umn’s companions, who has come as herald of her 

<=00^ is sungb> the lads of the house plajing a triple 
oart She is \\oTshipping Dnrga, is acting the part of MeaaU, 
and is often remembenng her own daughter, gone from her to a 
strange house, when but a child 
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XCVI UMA’S MOTHER SPEAKS 

Come, Guha’^ and Gaijapab,® come to my arms Sbll 
have these arms the strengrth to hold you both, a brother 
on each hip ? 

Long IS the way that you have come, and you are 
spent The radiance of your faces has been lost, as 
though behind a cloud two full moons lay hidden 

Then, too, among the mountains lay your path, a 
lion was your steed Whenever was seen such suffering 
as this ? 

You know I send the chariot for you every year , I 
wonder what my mad son-m-law was thinking of to send 
it back Alas, does any other let so fair a girl, such 
lovely boys, travel in such a way ? 

Let me kiss those soft cheeks of yours Now let 
me feed you and your Mother, and give you clotted milk 
and butter to your hearts’ content I weep to thmk of 
all you must endure from want of food at Kailasa 

Ganesa, may you have wisdom in your speech ! 
Kumara,® of your great strength may the asiiras, the 
foes, become afraid ! 

Kanta says Siva will live for ever. Mother, at your 
word 

Uma on her lion has brought her two sons 

’ Guha {protector) is Knrttllveya, son of Uma and 5i\n, and 
Comm'indcr in-Chlef of the celestial armies, the Hindu type of 
manly beauty 

’ GaneSa, the elephant-headed god of wisdom , In the 
popular legend (there are others), the son of Sit a by Uma 

* Prtnee (Karttikeja) 
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XCVII. UM5 REPROACHES HER MOTHER FOR THE 
'i’lEAR’S NEGLECT 

Pam IS awake wilbm my heart, what can I say, 
Mother? Am I no more as Uma m your thoughts? 
It must be so, for all this year that’s past you have not 
sent to 0nd out how I fared. Is it because of my 
unhappy lot that you have so neglected me ? Day and 
night, Mother, I think about you ; and, as I meditate, 
what anguish fills my mind’ I would open wide my 
mind and show it you, were it a thing that you could 
see See how constant grieving has robbed my body 
of Its radiance. Is it because of my unhappy lot that 
you have no pity for me, your daughter ? So it appears 
to me, my Mother. 

Whom shall I blame ? All know it was to a 
beggar’s care that my Father and Mother gave me. 

They who live in Kailasa say to me. Mother 
‘Have you no Father and no Mother, Uma ? ’ 

0 I die with shame. What pretests I have made ! 
WTiat stories I have told, to gi\e the people some 
excuse ’* ‘ Sly Father Himachala came to take me home.’ 
Such are the lies with which I sing your praises* 

1 say to them . ‘ None of my own are with me 
here, v ith whom then could I leave my mad Digamhara ? 
Tell me with whom?’ 

Hear the word of Vnikaptha, O Gin’s Queen 
'What more can I say to bring consolation to tbe girl? 
Take your offended daughter to jour arms and as I 
gaze upon her beauty, my two eyes will be satisfied ’ 

* A village In the Ban>. jra djstrJc*. 

’ It is considered a shameful thing for a married vromau 
nei cr to be allow ed to revhit her parents' homo 
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xcvm UMA EXPLAINS HER INABILITY TO COME 

You forget me, Mother, and all that I endured with 
my mad husband Bhola is ever laughing and weeping 
and knows no one save me He is always eating hemp, 
and I must stay near him. I cannot keep from worry- 
mg and wondering if he is safe or if any harm has come 
to him. 

I have to lift his food up to his mouth, or he would 
forget to eat There is nothing left of me, I am spent 
with worrying about this madman I put him at his 
ease and came away, and then what floods of teais I 
shed. Mother For I was fearful lest he go off alone, 
and none is so careless of himself as he 
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XCIX THE NEIGHBOURS COME TO 
CONGRATULATE MENAKA 

Arise, arise, Mother, bind up thy hair. Here comes 
the daughter oi the stone, here comes thy Isani 

Lovely as the moon thy daughter comes , she 
carries her two children in her arms , and, as she 
comes, she calls aloud, ‘ Where is my mother ? ’ O 
Queen, tlie three worlds bless thy daughter, and in the 
three worlds there is none that can compare with her. 

We tliought she ivas 6iva's wcll-beloi ed , today we 
hear that she's thy daughter Is it she, my Mother, 
\\hodri\es away the tear o£ the world? What mother 
has there been in all the earth as fortunate as thou, 
who didst conceive so fair a jewel in thy womb’ 

Mother, that star of thine is wife to Cbandrachucia 
the brightness of the moon pales before her moon-like 
lo\ eliness 

Such beauty have never seen in any other , your 
Haramanomdhini* takes away the darkness of my mind 

’ The mooa-crcstetl one See note to XXVI 
* She who Ins enchanted Hara (Si\a) 
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C MENAKS WILL NOT SEND HER DAUGHTER 
BACK AGAIN 

Gin, when my Uma comes to me, I will not send her 
back again I will not heed the words of anyone, though 
men may say that what I do is wrong If Mfitunjaya 
appears and says that he would take my Uma, then 
mother and daughter will be quarrelling, careless of his 
being son-in-law to me 

Ramprasad^ the twice-born says How shall I endure 
such grief ? Siva haunts the burning-ground and 
execution places, and has no thought for home. 

Cl Siva claims his bride again 

Ginbara, Lord of my life, my body is quaking with 
fear. What dreadful story is this I have heard, that 
has turned my day into night ? Mahakala has spread 
by the door his tiger skin, and there he sits and calls, 
and calls again ' Come out, O mother of GaneSa ’ 

Hard as stone is thy body," hard as stone is my 
soul , therefore all these days we have endured ° 

Our daughter is another's wealth , we know this, 
yet we would not understand Alas ! Alas ! is this how 
V idhata* doth mock at us ^ 

Prasad’s w-ord is this As, when the daylight comes, 
the chakori^ despairs because his store of honey has dis- 
appeared, so, Himagin’s Queen, art thou made desolate. 


A Vt;aya song Menaka is speaking to her husband 

’ The poet, like a Greek Chorus, associates himself with the 
speaker m this drama » He is Himalaya, retnember 

' Literally, Aate w/ ‘ The Creator 
' The bird that feeds only on the nectar dropping from the 
moon 
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cn THE MOTHER'S GRIEF TO LET HER 
DAUGHTER GO 

Night, do thou stay , let not the dawn appear. 
Strike no more the wounded heart. Think once of 
what I sufier, listen once to what I say Look in 
mercy upon me, so terribly stricken with grief 

O Time, rest that weary body of thme Rest for a 
little while, ’tis not for long , rest for this night Full 
well I know, thy wheel is ever turning , yet for today, 
my Lord, may it move slow'ly O shining starry hosts, 
dim not this mght your brightness. As the lamp’s 
flame, shielded from the breeze, flickers not, so do you 
stay motionless.^ When in the western sky you set, 
then comes the dawn , and when your light is dimmed, 
a thunderbolt w ill fall upon my bead 

Thou rising sun of Da^ami, thou symbol of eternal 
cruelty, wilt thou now arise? Fate’s executioner" art thou. 

Kanta says * Rajmahishi,® that one w'hom saints and 
sages never knew, she has been three days within thy 
breast. Why, then, these tears ? 


Almost a Viiayii song. Uma’s Mother is speaking 
on the night of the ninth day after the new ififija) moon' 
Her prayer is Ovid’s LcrJc, UnU airrrfe, noctis cqtii 
The next day (Dafa??:!, the day), Uma leaves her 


cm. THE GRIEF WHEN UMt HAS GONE 

Uma has left her unhappy mother. ?yly sorrow* 
cannot be measured with my tears Alas! that none 
should understand my woe ! 


‘ Literally, /v hkf ihc polc-slar 
* Carrying out Fate’s deaees 


’ Kind's zc'tfe. 
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Prostrate, I held her feet How I wept! yet she 
would not take me with her How can I go back again 
to a home bereft of Uma ? 

I know full well my heart cannot endure such suffer- 
ing I shall die of grief for Uma, or else become as 
one beside herself 

Since midnight on Navami^ Uma has been plunged 
in lamentation , today she put her arms about my neck 
and, weeping, took her leave of me 

With tear-stained, saddened face she says ‘ Terribly 
stricken at heart am I, my Mother, to see your grief 
My tears come flooding forth 

‘ Have you caught me in delusion’s snare ?" I cannot 
forget you Yet there is no escape for me, so I must 
go Think you my soul desires to go ? 

* Weep no more. Mother I will come again. Then 
take this hope and tame your restless heart ’ And, as 
she spoke, Uma wiped my eyes with the corner of her 
/nr/® 

Even now before my eyes there floats the vision of 
that lovely face, radiant with tenderness, and faultless 
as the full moon 

These eyes of flesh will look on her again, yet such 
a thought IS not enough to satisfy my heart It is my 
Uma that I want I want to see her, hear her, touch 
her 


Kanta, perplexed, wonders to himself How will the 
year pass by ? If you trust in Uma, Queen, shall you see 
autumn once again ? 


A Vijaya song 


’ The ninth dny 

’ Orna, a goddess, is abo\e the sphere of miyd But her 
heart is so wrung at departure, that she wonders if she is being 
drawn into its net of illusne joys and sorrows 
‘ A Bengali Indy's dress 
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